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Men! Send for This Money. 
‘ Making Outfit PREE / 


See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


2S 3Quo 
IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more 
money in full or spare time... 
as much as $30.00 in a day? Then 
--—-— mail the coupon below for this BIG OUTFIT, sent you 
Add to Your FREE, containing more than 100 fine quality fabrics, 
Profits with sensational values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, 
Tailored Suits and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, 
for Ladies! fellow-workers. Every man prefers better-fitting, bet- 

You can add many ter-looking made-to-measure clothes, and when you 
dollars to your earn- show the many beautiful, high quality fabrics—men- 
oo 2 Se aoe tion the low prices for made-to-measure fit and style 
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cults ‘ond “skirts, for orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in 
women. Many _hus- advance on every order, and build up fine permanent 
bands | Sell suits to ! income for yourself in spare or full time. 
suits and skirts to 
women ... and the 
profits roll in! You 
can too! Outfit con- 
tains styles, prices, 


No Experience Needed 


and simple instruc- It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t 
tions. need any experience to take orders. Everything is 
ee ae oe ae ame ~ simply explained for you to cash in on this wonderful 
opportunity. Just mail this coupon now and we'll send 
you this big, valuable outfit filled with more than 100 fine 


YOUR OWN SUITS fabrics and everything else you need to start. You'll say 


this is the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush 


the coupon today! 
WITHOUT l¢ COST! STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. W-964 
532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 
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| STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. W-964 
| 532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 
| Dear Sir: 
I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO WEAR 
! AND SHOW, without paying Ic for it. Rush Valuable 
| Suit Coupon and Sample Kit with actual fabrics ABSO- 
| LUTELY FREE. 
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Our plan makes it easy for you to 
get your own personal suits, top- 
coats, and overcoats without pay- 
ing 1c—in addition to your big cash 
earnings. Think of it! Not only do 
we start you on the road to making 
big money, but we also make it 
easy for you to get your own 
clothes without paying one penny. 
No wonder thousands of men write 
enthusiastic letters of thanks. 


Just Mail Coupon 


You don’t invest a penny of your 
money now or any time. You don’t 
pay money for samples, for outfits, 
or for your own suit under our re- 
markable plan. So do as other men 
have done—mail the coupon now. 
Don’t send a penny. Just send us 
the coupon. 
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Men Zv@ Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 






















works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 

helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 

with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you’ve 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
our generous no risk offer. 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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RAVEEN Dept. 1-3 
1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 











Money back guarantee 


Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no 
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Try RAVEEN according to direc- risk offer. ; 
tions. If not completely satisfied, re- (1! enclose $1.20 (0 Send C.O.D. plus postage ff 
turn unused portion of jar and full seis i 
purchase price will be immediately 5 
refunded. Address : 
City. State. H 
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Always the 
lovely lady 


it isn't just the way you dress, the way 
you wear your hair, the way you talk . 
and listen. There’s a special look about 
you, a look of confidence, a kind of 
serenity that people sense . . . and like. 
[c's always yours, wherever you go, 
whatever you do. Even on those few 
days each month, it never leaves you— 
because you rely on Tampax. 


With Tampax® internal sanitary pro- 
rection, you hardly know there’s a dif- 
ference in days of the month. You move 
about more easily, with no binding belts 
and bulging pads to spoil your freedom. 
‘ou feel marvelously comfortable, 
im Why, once Tampax is in place, 
you don’t even feel its presence. You're 
easier in your mind, too . . . without any 
odor worries or disposal difficulties. You 
particularly like Tampax because it’s so 
unobtrusive to carry. A whole month's 
supply tucks daintily into your purse! 


No wonder you've won so many friends 
over co Tampax! It’s the nicer way, the 
better way, the modern way. Within its 
three absorbency sizes (Regular, Super, 
Junior) there's a just-right protection to 
suit individual needs. Convenient to buy 
wherever drug products are sold. Tampax 
Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 
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Exit Elvis 


I have never had aught but praises for your 
magazine. However, in your November issue 
there was one article, “What You Don’t Know 
About Elvis Presley,” which really irked me. 
First, who in the world cares whether Elvis 
Presley likes them? He is just human like the 
rest of us. The public is very, very essential 
to Elvis. But that is only natural because his 
continued success rests upon his many fans 
and no doubt as you know, Elvis has a lot of 
Negro fans. For that reason, why shouldn’t he 
compliment them? I enjoyed the rest of the 
magazine immensely, especially the article on 
Nat King Cole. Keep up the good work, but no 
more stuff like that article on Presley, please? 

A dedicated reader 
Baton Rouge, La. 


Cheating Husbands 


The article, “Is Your Husband Cheating On 
You?” in the December issue of TAN is very 
interesting and informative. With so much di- 
vorce and marital problems these days, I think 
it is a good idea for the editors of your maga- 
zine to give us more articles of this type which 
will help us to understand each other's per- 
sonal needs and problems. I read TAN every 
month and enjoy it very much. Keep up the 
good work. 

Marian Williams 
Columbus, Ohio 


I have just finished reading “Is Your Hus- 
band Cheating On You,” which gives a lot of 
well-phrased excuses why a husband may cheat 
on his wife. The psycho-boys can explain every- 
thing, can’t they? Does this make it all right? 
A wife’s hurt feelings and deep pain are sup- 
posed to be excused by a few words about 
“hormones and drives”? Let’s just say it is 
done and it is wrong. 

And what about a wife cheating on a hus- 
band? Mayn’t she have drives, hormones, etc., 
too? Is this smoothed over, too? Please! You 
disappointed me. 

Isabel White 
Chicago, Il. 


Many thanks for the December TAN article 
“ls Your Husband Cheating On You?” For 
a while, | was worried whether my husband 
was unfaithful. Now, after reading your story, 
| know he’s not! 

Marjorie Penn 
Fort Worth, Texas 








It’s easy! It’s fun! It’s interesting! 


How’d you tike to have $50 extra every week? That 
would be wonderful, wouldn’t it? And that’s what 
could happen to you...if you joined the thousands 
of specially appointed Lucky Heart Cosmetics Rep- 
resentatives who present one of America’s most pop- 
ular cosmetic lines. You can be a man or woman of 
any age, and you don’t need any experience. We fur- 
nish everything. And by “everything” we include 
the completely fitted, leather-like display case 
shown at the right, filled with beautifully packaged, 
glamorous Lucky Heart Cosmetics. 





THE SECRET IS 
IN THE CASE! 


Money for “‘extras’’... money for bills...money for church 
and money to spare...every week! 


HOW DID SHE DO IT? 


Sylvia Simpson started 
with Lucky Heart three 
years ago. She had never 
sold anything in her life 
Each week her income has 


increased to the point 
where she now has ex 
ceptionally high earnings 
of more than $300 a 
month. This 


are willing to pay; 
learn the Lucky 
is important 
money you can use 


You'll be thrilled when you find that you can turn 
your spare time into regular income. You'll be de- 
lighted when you discover for yourself that Lucky 
Heart Cosmetics literally “sell on sight” because 
Lucky Heart has Color-Keyed Make-up...and be- 
cause Lucky Heart knows what cosmetics women 
need and want, and gives it to them at a price they 

Fin out the coupon below and 
Heart secret for yourself. Also, 
you'll be able to buy your own cosmetics at the low, 
low price we give only to our special representatives. 


LUCKY HEART COSMETICS 











J getmy | ucky HEART COSMETICS + Memphi 


Memphis 2, Tennessee > Dept. 2C 


*You can make more, or less, according to your personal effort 
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MO Sam FREE 


DISPLAY CASE OFFER 
Fill out the coupon today 
and mail it to me, and I'll NAME 


YES! | am interested in big money and a better way of life. Without 
cost or obligation, rush full details and FREE Display Case Offer! 





see that you get my gen- 
erous FREE Display Coase ADDRESS 





Offer by return mail. 
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You’ll be offering what every woman wants! 
















I like the Pen Pal section of your magazine 
and the story you wrote on Sallie Blair. Please 
print my request. I am a man and I’d like to 
get letters from ladies 18 to 98 years old. 

A/lc Lorenzo O. Fowler 
A. F. 34246041 

5040th Instl. Ap. 

APO 942 

Box 293 

Seattle, Wash. 


[ am a soldier in the Jamaica Local Forces 
and a fairly constant reader of TAN. I say 
fairly because my club subscribes to TAN but 
can we ever get it to read? No!!! The fel- 
lows just wait until it arrives and off it goes. 
[hat shows how popular it is with us. I would 
very much like to have my name listed in your 
Pen Pal column. I love receiving letters and 
promise that all will be speedily answered. 
[ am 31, 5'5%4”, brown, 135 lbs. I would like 
to correspond with girls from America or any- 


where else. 
Cpl. S. E. Foster 
W1/1735 
S. Coy, the Jca. Regt. 
Palisadoes Camp 
Kingston 
Jamaica, B.W.I. 


Though my daily activities are vast, I find 
very little of interest at the close of day. But 
having nice Pen Pals to hear from and answer 
would be a wonderful way to spend an eve- 
ning. I’m 30 and a professional dancer, but 
due to illness last year I haven’t danced in 
months. My hobby is writing and I enjoy all 
types of music, modern and heavy. I’d be very 
happy to hear from one and all—men and 
women of all races—and I'll answer the very 


same day. 
Lee Gomez 
514 Third St., N.W. 
Washington, D. C. 


I'm 17, 55”, 120 lbs., and measure 34-24-38. 

[ am a light brown Negro girl. I have dark 
brown hair and brown eyes. I go for Latin 
American music. I would like to hear from 
fellows from all around the world from 18 to 
23 years of age, regardless of race or creed. 
My hobbies are movies and reading. If pos- 
sible I would like a photo, and if asked, will 
send one of myself. Will answer all letters. 
Write soon. 

Etta Edwards 

113-B Nocho St. 

Greensboro, N. C. 


I like your magazine a lot and would like 
to become a member of your Pen Pal club and 
correspond with women all over the U. S. and 
other parts of the world. I am almost 6’, 
black eyes, 175 Ibs., black hair, brown com- 
nlexion. I served in the Army during World 
War II and since then have been working for 
the government. Yours truly, 

George G. Merle Jr. 
20 South Cedar 
Troy, Ohio 


A friend of mine has told me of the many 
pleasures he has received in writing to and 
receiving letters from Pen Pals in many states. 
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PHN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


Therefore I would appreciate your publishing 
my name also in your column. I am a lonely 
marine stationed at Camp LeJeune. I seldom 
receive letters but find great pleasure in those 
that I do get. I am 6’2” tall and have medium 
dark complexion. I like modern jazz and ca- 
lypso music and all sports. I would like to 
exchange letters and photos from people of any 
race from any part of the U. S. Your friend, 
George Bianchi 
1630520 
M. T. Maint. Co. 
Camp LeJeune, N. C. 


I am a constant reader of your widely read 
magazine and would like my name to be in- 
cluded in the spacious column provided for 
those interested in having pen friends overseas. 
The particulars are: age, 23, 5914”, 155 lbs.; 
colour, dark brown; Negro, and a bachelor. 
Hobbies: athletics, table tennis, writing, read- 
ing and politics. I would appreciate hearing 
from persons 17 and over (to 40) from U.S.A., 
Canada, Germany and Ghana and promise to 
answer all correspondence received. Thank 


you sincerely. 
Norris Gordon 
Poui Avenue, Pointe 
A-Pierre 
Trinidad, B.W.I. 


I find your TAN magazine very interesting 
and would like to join your Pen Pal club. I 
am 6'1”, 24. I am a Navy career man with five 
years service behind me. My hobby is danc- 
ing and devote all my in-port time to it. I am 
medium brown in complexion and would ap- 
preciate correspondence from any part of the 
States. My full address is: 

Don Henderson, EM 1 
U.S.S. Mitchell, TAP 114 
c/o F.P.O., San Francisco, Calif. 


P.S. Will exchange photos. 


I sincerely wish to be entered in your Pen 
Pal column. I am a steel band man. My hob- 
bies are reading TAN and EBONY. Id like 
to correspond with females between 20-30. I’m 
a young man of 20, dark complexion, 140 lbs., 
5'6”. I shall be happy to answer all letters 
promptly. Here’s thanking you. 

Joseph Duye Duntin 
Fifth Company Village 
Moruga Road 

Indian Walk P.O. 
Via Princes Town 
Trinidad, B.W.I. 


I was reading one of your magazines called 
TAN and would like very much to write to 
girls and become good friends with coloured 
girls, because I think they are wonderful and 
very charming. I am white, age 31. I am a 
captain in a Chilean airline and fly from my 
country to the U. S. A. I am very interested 
in interchanging photos and ideas, so I beg 
vou put my letter in your Pen Pal section. 
I remain, 

Hugo Burr 
Calle Miraflores 286 


pt. 36 : 
Santiago, Chile 


Will you please publish my name so that | 
might correspond with boys and girls. I am 
colored, 22 years old and brown skinned. I am 
particularly interested in hearing from colored 
boys between 24-29 and nice looking. I am 
very lonely. So please print this so I can hear 
from some young man in service or out of 
service. I know your TAN is great. 

Margaret Holley 
4023 Roosevelt St. 
Detroit 8, Mich. 


Please be kind enough to print my name and 
address in your Pen Pal column. I wish pals 
between ages 25-45; I am a public stenogra- 
pher; like all sports and am not prejudiced 
against any race. Thanks. 

Arlene Sullivan 


1424 Navajo 
Denver, Colo. 


I have read many magazines but none have 
ever given me such good reading and unlim- 
ited satisfaction as your TAN. Well, I am a 
Jamaican guy desirous of having some pen 
friends in the States, and I wouldn’t mind 
being included in your Pen Pal column. I am 
a Negro, 18, slim built and weighing 130 lbs. 
I will answer all letters received on condition 
that each one is accompanied by a photograph, 
regardless of race. 

Wesley Smith 


33 Love Lane 
Kingston, Jamaica 
B.W.I. 


I would like very much to have my name 
entered in your Pen Pal column, as I love to 
send and receive mail. I would like to cor- 
respond with men in any branch of the service 
between the ages 19-25, and the same race 
as I am. I am a young girl of 17, 140 lbs. 
5’6”, with a dark complexion and brown eyes 
(which some people call “friendly eyes”). My 
hobbies are writing letters, listening to rock 
’n’ roll and progressive jazz. I will answer 
all letters promptly and will gladly exchange 
photos. 

Joyce Gwathney 
54 South St. 
Patchogue, N. Y. 


We are two Negro girls, age 16 and 17 re- 
spectively, and would like to correspond wi 
servicemen 17-21. Our hobbies are dancing, 
swimming and music, and are faithful readers 
of TAN. Personally, we think all Negroes 
should be proud of the magazine. 

Glorie Zena Hilaire 
45 Belgrade St. 
Port-au-Spain 
Trinidad, B.W.I. 


Mavis Maitland 
53—1st Street 
San Juan 
Trinidad, B.W.I. 
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into quitting his job, but he seems to like FROM THI 
the sea. INSIDE OUl 
I have met a very nice fellow who is 
| single and he offers to marry me if my 
7 husband divorces me. He knows he isn’t 
able to give me things like my husband 
has done, but I care a great deal about 
ke him. We have so much fun together. 
1e I am planning to go away for at least 
a month to see if I really love him or 
if I feel this way because I’m lonely. 
tl Please tell me which step to take. 
m A Forum On M. M. T. 
red Marriage Problems New Orleans, La. 
st Dear M. M. T.: 
of Take any step that will 
move you in a direction away 
: from this “nice fellow” you 
have “so much fun” with. 
By Frances Jackson You admit that your husband 
- has been good to you and the 
als EAR MRS. JACKSON: children, and that he is in a 
o I am 17 years old and the boy | better position financially than 
love is 19 years of age. He says that he the mouse who comes to play 
? loves me as much as I love him, but while the cat’s away. This is an 
lately there seems to be quite some diffi- extremely important consider- 
culty between the two of us due to some- ation, for the sake of your 
sas thing his sister-in-law told him about me, children, who will need the 
im- and she also told me something about benefit of the best education 
ts him. I don’t know whether it is true or you can afford. 
ind not. Now there are quite a few friends Your man apparently has Or 
= telling me he is married. He says he is two loves—you and the sea. It 
ion not, and still loves me. I love him so could be worse. It could be 
ph, very much, what shall | do? another woman. Count your =... | 
L. M. D. blessings, and keep your man. _ Seen fears you’ Cet 
: Atlanta, Ga. | Ratering nechling that really 
= D L. M. D.: Dear Mrs. Jackson: fs"hape! Slack “ed, Aire 
ear s 
This is a tough one. Is your I am in love with a boy but I don’t ee ae 
3 boy friend’s sister-in-law just think he cares for me. We went steady 
, to being a busybody, or is she in high school and about two years ago pleat 
rt genuinely trying to save you I had his baby and he quit coming and  ‘entatning manterte, Oriented 
ace from a hopeless situation? It taking me out. The other night was our | acta 
- wouldn’t hurt you to do a little first time being together since the baby gh eae 
My quiet investigation on your was born, and he told me he was sorry ER Stor steas 
- own to find out once and for about our first mistake, but he didn’t §@ roe tet cae np sare 
nge all whether lover boy has a say anything about coming back to me. = §& remanent 
ai spouse already. If he does, How can I get him to come back to me os e310 ee _ 
check out while the checking’s and his son? He goes out with other e or any = ; 
-Y. good. girls and also has another baby. | hardly s nese Wentass sa 
date other boys because I am hoping he z| | fog wort eo side. toe 
re- Dear Mrs. Jackson: will see that I love him and will come 3 st Fecha boo Remetiched center fest end 
= [am 31 years old. I have been mar- back to me. Will you please tell me ; Sy A iachabig "garter A simmer 
Jers tied twice, and have two boys by my first what is best for me and my son? Should : , — 
roes husband. | have been married to my sec- | wait for him or forget him? 
“ ond husband two and a half years. My A. E. M. 
husband is at sea, and will be gone for Piedmont, Ala. 
at least six months. Dear A. E. M.: 
I don’t love him as much as | did be- If you can forget him, after 
fore because he stays away from me too what you’ve been through, 
long, but he has been wonderful to me then forget him. You will save 
and my kids. I have tried to talk him yourself a lot of grief. 








UST HOW GREAT A LOVER do you think you are? 
Are you a master in the private confines of your bou- 
doir or an expert in the natural surroundings of the wide 
open spaces. Or perhaps you prefer your amorous actions 
in the public atmosphere of a park bench, a movie bal- 
cony or a convertible in a drive-in movie. To too many, 
love is an unreal emotion that one reads about in TAN, 
hears about in the latest rock ’n’ roll number or witnesses 
on the screen without ever experiencing the real thing. 
Like a space scientist on an imaginary flight to the moon, 
these imaginary lovers project themselves into the most 
romantic situations and run the gamut of emotions from 
the idyllic touch to the climactic embrace without ever 
getting off the ground. 
Believe it or not, Casanova, the greatest of all lovers, 
was nothing but an imaginary dreamer who put down his 
fanciful exploits on paper but left little proof of his love- 
making ability. Known as the original “kiss and tell” 
man, the swarthy Spanish nobleman often based his tales 
of conquests on nothing more than a dropped handker- 

chief or a raised eyebrow. And, even his great predeces- 

sor, Don Juan, was only a legendary character whom the 
composer, Mozart, later credited with 1,003 female vic- 


tims. But, nowhere do we find any accounts of the tech- 
niques used by these gallant gentlemen. 


Even well known present day lovers like Billy (Black 


How Good A Lover Are You? 


Magic) Daniels, Joe Louis, Billy Eckstine and Duke El- 
lington are silent on the secrets of their success with the 
opposite sex. Daniels’ charm obviously lies in his hand- 
some fatherly features combined with uninhibited sex 
mannerisms designed to bring out the female in every 
woman. Louis’s accomplishments between marriages have 
been attributed to his abundant physique and generosity. 
“I don’t think much about women, I just like them,” says 
Joe. Eckstine’s suave manner, compelling voice and false 
shoulder pads have overcome many a beauty from Los 
Angeles to Paris, and the Duke is a natural poet, a man 
of letters with Love. “A woman has to be handled deli- 
cately, like a piece of music in order to get everything out 
of her,” the Duke explains. “With the proper love, any 
women can be the most beautiful woman on earth,” he 
says. 
Some of the world’s most beautiful creatures agree with 
the Duke. Once, while explaining the heavy doses of sex 
appeal in all her roles, Dorothy Dandridge said: “I’m a 
woman and I always try to please men. That is what every 
woman wants to do.” 
Lena Horne put it another way. “When a woman knows 
she is loved, she gives all her love in return.” 
But, like most people, authorities have not explained 
how they go about their love-making since the art is one 
of the most personal aspects of their private lives. Scien- 
tists (and other researchers) who have completed a great 
deal of experiments on the subject have found that most 





Do you approach a tender embrace with 
the skill and confidence of a great lover, or 
do you wonder just what love is all about? 














SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY HALF-PRICE SALE! 


Get $2 worth of NADINOLA’S amazing 


beauty benefits for just $1 
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your skin become lovelier fast! 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable complexion-clear- 
ing ingredient enables NADINOLA 
DeLuxe to penetrate the skin cells 
—to work within the skin to cleanse 
and clear, brighten and lighten, 
smooth and soften. Nothing —abso- 
lutely nothing—will improve your 
skin so many ways as NADINOLA! 


Nadinola is guaranteed, so even 
at half price you don’t risk a penny! 
But only a limited quantity is 
available. So don’t delay — get 
yours right away—a $2 jar for $1. 
NaDINoLa, Paris, Tenn. 


Teen-Agers, too — 

NapDInoLa DeLuxe 
with A-M is especially 
effective for teen-age 
complexion troubles 
—a real boon to sen- 
sitive boys and girls. 








So you think you know a lot 
about love? Here are some 


facts to really open your eyes 


persons have varying ideas about what 
Love is and how to go about getting It 
Since you can’t get direct answers from 
the birds and bees, we must go to these 
experts for the next best solutions on 
how to tell whether you are a great lover 
or not. 

The great English biologist, Julian 
Huxley, tells us to first recognize the 
various kinds of love. There is mother 
love, self love, father’s love, children’s 
love, brotherly love, the love of one’s 
country, the love of one’s home, the love 
of money, the love of power, love for 
love’s sake and for the love of Mike. 
There are also music lovers, sports loy- 
ers, sun lovers and puppy lovers. Preach- 
ers insist that we love God and Jesus 
reminds us to love our enemies. And 
the philosophers like Plato tell us that 
we must “go out” of one body into the 
mind and soul of another to know love. 

Implicit in all these loves is the power 
of sex or the lack of it. Havelock Ellis, 
the psychologist, says, “Love is a syn- 
thesis of sex and friendship.” And Sig- 
mund Freud, the granddaddy of all mod- 
ern psychology, has long advanced the 
theory that even in all familial relation- 
ships between relatives, repressed sexual 
desires are evident. But, it has been left 
to the divine prophets in the Bible and 
the natural poets on earth to describe 
the beauty of total oneness which physi- 
cal union can bring. 

In the Songs of Solomon, the Prophet 
likens the Church’s love for Christ to the 
physical union of man and woman when 
he says: 

And the roof of my mouth is like the 

best wine for my beloved 

That goeth down sweetly, 

Causing the lips of those that are 

asleep to speak 

| am my beloved’s, and his desire is 

toward me. 

Thousands of years later, Walter Ben- 
ton in writing of man’s natural desires 
in his poem, This Is My Beloved, echoed 
Solomon almost sigh for sigh: 

| need Love more than ever now. 

I need your Love. 

| need Love more than hope or money, 

food or drink 

Because Love (Continued on Page 75) 
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On The Reco 


By 


James Goodrich 






TUFF SMITH, the veteran violinist, is co-starred with bop trumpeter Dizzy 
Gillespie on five sides in an unusual 12-inch LP for Verve, now on sale in the 
record shops. With Stuff fingering swing on his strings and Dizzy tooting progres- 
sive on his horn, the combination may appear at a glance to be an off-key one that 


could never hope to score with any sort of listenable music. But it surprises. Record 


fans who expect the worse from the casting are in for some pleasant listening when | 


they hear Rio Pakistan, It’s Only A Paper Moon, Purple Sounds, Russian Lullaby 


and Oh, Lady Be Good as played by the two musicians with backing by a rhythmical | 


trio (pianist Wynton Kelly, bassist Paul West and drummer J. C. Heard). 
Stuff and Dizzy do not clash in the album, despite their differences in styles. 
Although Stuff comes from the old school, he does not sound dated in any fashion 


when playing alongside Dizzy, the “cool” modernist. At the same time, Dizzy seems | 


to have no trouble blowing up to par in Stuff’s “hot”-paced groove. Dizzy, however, 
was always a virile swinger, even though he now generally plays cool. 

For Dizzy, making the album was less a challenge than it was for Stuff. Dizzy, 
of course, is in vogue. Current Down Beat award winner and outstanding exponent 
of the modern school, he can attract a huge following today among the predomi- 
nantly young jazz crowd. Stuff, meanwhile, is practically an unknown to many 
in this set. He had to prove himself to the youngsters. 

Under the circumstances, Stuff, executing brilliantly, made the best of his effort. 
No other musician in a similar situation could have done any better. His perform- 
ance exemplified the rich artistry of an oldtimer whose roots are deep in jazz. 

Hezekiah Leroy Gordon (Stuff) Smith, born in Portsmouth, Ohio, September 
14, 1909, grew up in a musical family. His father played violin, his mother piano. 
Stuf first got the hang of his instrument from his father when he was still a tot 
of 6. Three years later, he had started taking lessons from an Akron professor 
But the very next year he dropped 
It was his introduction 


with intentions to become a classical violinist. 
study of the classics and joined his father’s dance band. 
to jazz. Then several years later, while he attended Johnson C. Smith University 
in Charlotte, North Carolina, as a music major, he hap- (Continued on Page 73) 
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“For just a second, she glanced my way. Her 
eyelids fluttered and a quick smile parted her 
lips. She was a real doll.” 














REMEMBER the first day Cathy 
Thompson came to work in our office. 
She was wearing a tight green skirt and 
| apale yellow sweater that hugged every 
curve. And she had some curves to hug. 
I was standing at the water fountain, 
“downing two aspirin and swearing off 
| drinks, women and late hours forever 
"when she walked by, her head held high, 
"her lofty bosom poised like a deadly 
| juggernaut. She glanced my way for 
_just a second, and in that moment her 
_tyelids fluttered and a quick smile parted 
"her lips. I nearly choked on my aspirin 
and water. 

“A real doll, ain’t she, Steve?” a voice 
said beside me. It was Joe Williams, our 
_ accountant. 

I nodded, and instantly I was sorry. 
“It felt as if one more nod and my head 
/would have rolled all the way out. 
| “Well, you’re a live wire this morn- 
~ ing,” Joe said, noticing the pained ex- 
Pression on my face. “Have a big night 
last night?” 

“Yeah, a real big night.” 

“Anybody I know?” Joe asked. 

“Maybe,” I said. “You remember that 
» big redhead that Harry Thomas intro- 


duced us to at the club dance?” 

“Whoowee! That?” Joe said, his eyes 
lighting up. 

“That,” I said. 

“How was it?” Joe asked. 

I winked, gave a sly grin and slapped 
Joe on the back, then walked to my desk. 

The rest of the afternoon, I spent a lot 
of time looking over the new girl. But 
I kept telling myself that I was through 
chasing around, playing the gay bache- 
lor type. Not only did it lead to lots of 
hangovers, but it was also pretty expen- 
sive. Like that redhead the night before. 
I had spent quite a wad taking her to 
the Shalimar Club for dinner and a show 
and finally buying a bottle of Scotch to 
take to the apartment. She had killed 
about two-thirds of the bottle, too, before 
she got agreeable. Still, she ripped up 
one of my new monogramed shirts 
goofing around. She was a real wild one. 

Sometimes, when my head ached like 
it did today, I wondered if maybe guys 
like Joe Williams didn’t have the right 
idea by getting married and settling 
down. In fact, as I looked at the new girl 
again, bending over to close her type- 
writer into her desk, marriage seemed 


to be a pretty good idea. 

After work that evening, Joe and Ben- 
nie Mitchell and Morris Connelly cor- 
nered me to have a drink at the bar on 


the corner. I needed a drink like I 
needed a second set of ears. 

“A little hair of the dog that bit you,” 
Joe said, raising his glass in a mock 
toast. 

I soon found out that Joe had spread 
the word about me and the redhead. 

“How do you do it, Steve?” Bennie 
asked. 

“Charm,” I answered. 

“You sure you're not dreaming all 
this?” Morris cut in. 

That started a pretty lively argument, 
because after all, I had a bachelor’s 
reputation to protect. I was getting pret- 
ty warm when all of a sudden Morris 
said: “Okay, lover boy, how long would 
it take you to make that new babe in 
the office?” 

“Is she single?” I asked. 

“She ain’t wearing no ring,” Bennie 
said. 

“Three days,” I snapped. 

“Steve,” Joe said, “you haven’t even 
met her yet.” 
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I learned a lot about Cathy at lunch, and 


more about her that first night. And when 


I took her back to the YWCA, she kissed 


me goodnight like I was a long lost cousin. 


“So?” I said. “Three days is long 
enough to spend on any chick if you 
know what you’re doing.” 

“Suppose,” said Morris, “just to set- 
tle this, we place a small bet. I’ve got 
five dollars that says you can’t make it 
with the new doll. Anybody want to go 
along with me.” 

“Three days?” Bennie asked. 

“Three days,” Morris assured him. 

“I’m in,” said Bennie. 

“I hate to say it,” Joe said, shaking 
his head, “but this I’ve got to see. Five 
bucks worth.” 

I reached in my pocket and pulled out 
fifteen dollars. “Oh ye of little faith,” 
I said. 

The bet was simple. Within three days 
I was to offer proof to Joe, Bennie and 
Morris that I had gotten real tight with 
the new girl. The proof was to be pre- 
sented by tape recorder, which we agreed 
that I would hide in my bedroom closet, 
leaving the set on but unplugged with the 
cord near the bed. At the proper mo- 
ment I was to quietly slip the cord into 
the plug and record enough conversation 
to remove all doubt as to just how things 
were. 

I got started on the project soon after 
arriving at work the next morning. 
Somehow, the bet didn’t quite seem fair 
to the other guys. I mean, I knew the 
chick had already given me the eye the 
day before at the water fountain. I 
walked over to her desk and said good 
morning. 

“Good morning,” she sang back, and 
it sounded as if her voice had silver bells 
on it, 

“They’re a little shy on manners in 
this office,” I said. “Nobody introduced 
us. I’m Steve Arnold.” 

“Hi, I’m Cathy Thompson,” she said, 
and now I was sure about the silver bells. 

“I suppose you’ve been filled in on 
paydays, the location of the powder 
room, the best place to go for lunch and 
stuff like that there,” I said. 

“T think so,” she answered. “Only the 





place where I went to eat yesterday was a 
real greasy spoon.” 

“Well, we'll solve that problem today,” 
I said. “Ill take you to a little place 
about two blocks from here where the 
food is good and the service is fast.” 

“Thank you,” she said, and smiled as 
if | had told her I was going to take her 
out and buy her a mink. 

This is going to be too easy, | told my- 
self as I walked back to my desk. 

I learned a lot about Cathy at lunch. 
She was born and reared and took sec- 
retarial training in a little town in Okla- 
homa, and had come to the city to find 
a job and be on her own. Her folk 
seemed to have helped her a lot; in fact, 
too much. They had given her just 
about everything she ever wanted, but 
they hadn’t shown her too much love, not 
the real affectionate kind. That was okay 
by me. I was ready to show her lots of 
affection. 

If I learned a lot about Cathy at lunch, 
I learned a lot more when I took her out 
that night. We just went to a bar where 
a small combo was playing. I was out 
only four dollars and eighty-five cents 
for drinks. When I took her back to the 
YWCA where she was staying, she kissed 
me goodnight like I was a long lost 
cousin. This is going to be too easy, 
I thought again in the middle of that 
kiss. 

It was. The next night I brought her 
to my place to listen to records. | fig- 
ured there was enough Scotch left over 
from the wrestle with the redhead to take 
care of Cathy, who didn’t seem to be a 
heavy drinker. (Continued on Page 63) 
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A LITTLE research into the history of Duke 
Ellington and his music has uncovered the interesting 
fact that the Duke was in the mood for Mood Indigo, one 
of his most famous compositions, seven times to date. 
He recorded it for the first time in 1930 for RCA-Victor; 
then again in 1932 as an experimental long-playing rec- 
ord; in 1936 as a piano solo and in 1940, he did it with 
Ivy Anderson on vocal. Five years later it was recorded 
for the fifth time to be sold only in foreign countries; in 
1950, it was part of the album “Masterpieces by Elling- 
ton” and in 1952, Mood Indigo was recorded for an al- 
bum during “Duke Ellington’s Seattle Concert.” Which 
all seems to be some sort of record. 


Hear tell there are about 2,800 songwriters all over 
the world who believe they’ve written the song just 
meant for Nat King Cole. And that’s about how many 
songs are sent to Nat during a year’s time. But Nat takes 
a look-see and goes over every one of them; if he decides 
he likes it—it’s a sure hit. 


Songwriter Otis Blackwell, who has penned many 
hits for others, including Elvis Presley’s Don’t Be Cruel 
and All Shook Up, has decided to turn performer and 
record some of his own material himself. Otis debuts 
singing two of his latest tunes, Make Ready For Love and 
When You’re Around. 


Now that calypso has collapsed, Harry Belafonte 
keeps, among other things, a staff of “song hunters” on 
his payroll. They do nothing but search around for 
fresh, unused material for his repertoire. 


Famed actor Sidney Poitier bas reconsidered and 
announces that he will play the lead in Porgy And Bess 
after all, but he will not sing. The singing voice will be 
dubbed in. Tis rumored that poet, Langston Hughes will 
pass out okays on the script. 


Bandleader B. B. King bought a $25,000 fabu- 
lously luxurious bus with all the comforts of home for his 
group to travel around in while on tour. But the boys no 
longer have their beautiful home. It was wrecked one 
day—seems they were all looking at TV. 


Speaking of homes, Mr. “B” (Billy Eckstine) has 
himself a fine mansion in Los Angeles that has an inter- 
com system connecting the house with the front gate. If 
“B” doesn’t dig the voice, you don’t pass through. 


Aside from painting and hunting, bandleader 
Johnny Otis has a peculiar (Continued on Page 52) 
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FORCED 


HER TO 
MARRY 


HIM’ 


ery Cabe Green? Why shouldn’t she? She was a widowed 
mother who had responsibilities to her children, wasn’t she? 
Shouldn’t she do whatever she could to make things better? 


TP.HE TRIAL is over now. Mom was We’re back in the three dingy, crowded 
itted of the murder, and nobody _ housekeeping rooms on east Clark Street. 
her. Nobody blames me either Kathy and Jamey have bunk beds in the 
part in it, even though I admitted bedroom—Kathy’s eleven and Jamey’s 
ing. But that doesn’t really help. eight—and Mom and I sleep on the stu- 
in my heart I know it was all dio couch in what’s supposed to be the 
Everything that happened— living room. We eat and study and do 

ibe Green’s coming into our lives just about everything in the big, ugly 
first place—was my fault. And I kitchen. Mom’s back at the dress factory 
e how Pll ever forgive myself. on the swing shift, running a power sew- 
tarted eight months ago—on my ing machine. We're on the old schedule 

h birthday. But it seems longer again, with me rushing home from school 
It seems like another lifetime _ to take over just in time for Mom to rush 
erything was so different then. to work. I take charge of the kids and 
n the outside. Outwardly we’re fix their supper and see that we all do 
ck where we were then . . . our homework and get us all to bed. . . . 








“You cant have erervthing?” 1 shouts 


Mother. “Afterall, when vow re 1 he 
off. “Phen you're poor?” she finished 











Then I get up in the morning, fix our 
breakfast, and get us all off to school— 
and see we’re real quiet about it so as not 
to wake up Mom. Saturdays we clean 
and do the washing and ironing and 
shopping. Sundays we go to church— 
and finish up the chores. 

Except for those three nightmare 
months with Cabe we’ve lived like 
this for four years—ever since Daddy 
died. He was sick so long it took all the 
insurance money to pay the bills—and 
there were still some left. Then—before 
Cabe—when I was always complaining, 
Vom would say cheerfully, “It isn’t so 
bad, Stella. We have each other—and 
we have our health. . . .” Or she’d say 
we had a roof over our heads and enough 
to eat. She’d always say it would be 
easier some day, when we kids were a 
little older. 

I'd look at her then—she was only 
thirty-three—and Id think how pretty 
she’d be if she didn’t look so tired all 
the time and if she had something decent 
to wear, and Id feel sick and mad inside 
that none of us had anything. Her words 
about our love for each other counting 
more than other things just never got 
through to me. 















I didn’t really care 
What kind of man 
Cabe Green was. so 
long as he had 
Mother 


married him 


money and 





They would now, though, because /’ve 
changed. But Mom doesn’t say those 
things anymore, and that’s another way 
things are different now. Mom’s being 
so quiet and sad and faraway, I mean. 
And of course Tom isn’t around any- 
more—and that hurts terribly. Know- 
ing | may never even see him again. 

| keep remembering that night of my 
birthday—that last night everything was 
right between Tom and me—and I die all 
over again. Because I know it can’t ever 
be like that again. And because I was 
too stupid then to appreciate how lucky 
I was. 

Tom Wilson lived next door with his 
Dad. Mr. Wilson got hurt on a construc- 
tion job a couple of years ago and has 
been in a wheel chair ever since. Of 
course he gets his compensation check 
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every month, but that doesn’t leave any- 
thing extra. . . . So Tom took care of 
him and their apartment and had a part 
time job washing cars at a service sta- 
tion—and on top of all that went to night 
school. He was studying engineering. 
Everybody thought Tom was wonderful. 
Everybody but me! I thought he was 
wonderful looking—tall and well built 
with a real sweet smile that made you 
want to reach out and touch him. And 
sometimes when he’d kiss me or say he 
loved me, there’d be a funny, soft look 
in his eyes that would make me feel weak 
and dizzy and forget how things were. 
Times like that I’d just want Tom—and 
it made me feel good all over. . . . But 
most of the time I was too busy griping 
because we never had any money to go 
anywhere or do anything. And because 
his five years of school seemed like five 
hundred. And because at sixteen you’re 
supposed to have lots of dates and school 
fun. It wasn’t as if we were engaged, 
Tom and I! It was just that he was the 
only boy I knew—and neither of us had 
the time for other friends. And he 
wouldn’t even try to understand how | 
felt. 

“Heck, Stella,” he’d say, “sure there’s 
a lot of things we can’t have right now.” 
Then he’d smile, kind of teasing, “but it’s 
fun working for things—it gives you 
kind of a feeling of satisfaction.” 

Well, I couldn’t see that. I didn’t see 
how it was any fun at all being a junior 
in high school and never having any 
cute clothes, or friends or freedom. At 
school I’d watch Betsy Blake and her 
crowd, see them parading their new 
clothes, coking with the gang after 
school, making plans for their parties 
and dates, and I'd feel like a worm. 

“If I ever do get anything I want,” I’d 
tell Tom petulantly, “Ill be too old to 
care.” 

“So you’re not living it up right now,” 
he’d shoot back, “like some of the other 
kids. If there’s nothing you can do about 
it, at least you can be a good sport and 
appreciate what you do have.” Then he’d 
go on about being part of such a swell 
family—he was crazy about Kathy and 
Jamey, and Mom, too—and being young 
and pretty and healthy and having a fu- 
ture. .. . It was the same stuff Mom 
always said—and it still didn’t get 
through to me . . 

That’s the way things were the night 
of my sixteenth birthday. It was on a 
Saturday, which meant Mom would be 





home. So we had a special dinner and a 
birthday cake and Tom over. Jamey 
gave me a pottery ashtray he’d made in 
school— “. . . you can keep your bobby 
pins in it, see?” he explained. And Kathy 
gave me a little bottle of perfume— it had 
an awful smell, and I knew she’d bought 
it at the dime store, but I gave her a big 
kiss and made a fuss about it. The real 
surprise was Mom’s gift—a _ perfectly 
darling blue sweater and skirt. It was 
one of those matching separates like the 
kids were wearing, and I knew she’d paid 
a lot for it. I was so thrilled I felt like 
crying. Then when Mom got up to pour 
more coffee and I saw how run over her 
shoes were, I did cry. 

Tom said, “Well, a girl only has one 
sixteenth birthday—so I guess she can 
cry about it.” Then he said his present 
was to go anywhere I wanted that night. 
“Anywhere we can go on five bucks,” 
he added fast, and we all laughed. 

I was just as fast about telling him 
where I wanted to go. “The Boulevard 
Bowling Alley,” I said excitedly. That 
was where Betsy and Andy Castle and 
their gang went every Friday night. All 
in a flash I saw myself walking in—with 
Tom, in my new outfit. . . . I saw them 
asking us to join them. ... I saw a 
whole evening of real fun—and endless 
possibilities after that. 

Tom’s voice broke into my dream. 
“Bowling?” he exclaimed. “You don’t 
bowl, Stella. I thought a show downtown, 
something to eat afterwards.” He looked 
puzzled. 

So did Mom. “Why ever would you 
want—” 

“All the kids go there,” I said. “Be- 
sides, | want to learn.” 

So we went. If only we hadn’t. None 
of it worked out like I’d thought. Oh, 
the kids were there. Some of them recog- 
nized me and said “Hi!” But I didn’t 
even get a chance to talk to them, much 
less introduce Tom. And I didn’t have 
to be there long to realize what a dub | 
was at the game. But I kept a smile plas- 
tered on my face and pretended I was 
having great fun—and somehow suffered 
along. /t takes more than one decent 
looking outfit, 1 kept thinking, as I 
watched the crowd laughing and joking 
among themselves. You had to have 4 
decent home and money. That was the 
trouble—I kept watching them and feel- 
ing sorry for myself and trying to do 
what I was supposed to, and—well, it 
happened so quick I still don’t know how. 
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One minute I was holding the ball, trying 
to stand the way Tom said—and the next 
minute I felt my ankle twist and I went 
sprawling all over the floor. 

It hurt—but not bad enough to make 
me cry like I did. It was the embarrass- 
ment, the way everybody stared, and the 
way the whole evening had gone so sour. 
But of course Tom didn’t know that. He 
picked me up, and he and an attendant 
half-carried, half-dragged me away from 
the alleys into the office. 

And that was where I first saw Cabe 
Green, the owner of the Boulevard. He 
was real short and fat and he had little 
black beady eyes that seemed to bore 
right through you. He had a smelly cigar 
in his mouth and a big diamond ring on 
his pudgy finger, and he must have been 
at least fifty years old. None of that 
would have mattered to me one way or 
the other, though, if it hadn’t been for 
what happened afterward. At the time I 
just thought he was being kind—insist- 
ing on having a doctor tape my ankle 
and then insisting on driving me home. 

I could see that Tom didn’t like it, but 
] didn’t know why. Tom told him we’d 
get a cab, but Cabe said, “I gotta talk to 
the kid’s mother.” 

“She isn’t g ving to sue you,” Tom said 
coldly. 

But Cabe just ignored him and told 
another man to bring his car around. 

We were all silent on the way to my 
house. I don’t know what Tom was think- 
ink—or Cabe. I was all mixed up with 
feeling bad because Tom’s big night had 
turned into such a mess. . . . And be- 
cause I’d made such a fool of myself in 
front of the other kids. And because 
everything seemed so hopeless. 

Tom didn’t come in with us. He just 
said he’d see me tomorrow — and | 
mumbled something about letting him 
pick the entertainment next time. And 
he said sure. 

Mom was doing the baking for the 
week when we walked in. Cabe sniffed 
appreciatively as soon as I opened the 
door. Then Mom came in—wearing a 
pair of my old jeans and her hair all 
damp and curly from the kitchen, her 
face all flushed. She looked about sixteen 
herself. Cabe just stared open-mouthed 
when I introduced him. He looked from 
one to the other of us, and finally he said 
to Mom, “You her mother?” 

Mom smiled and admitted it—and I 
didn’t think any more about it. I ex- 
plained about turning my ankle and said 


for the hundredth time it hardly hurt at 
all any more. Then Cabe dragged out a 
form and told Mom he had to be careful 
about things like this—on account of his 
insurance. And would she sign it? 

Mom began reading it carefully, and 
Cabe said easily, “It just says you don’t 
blame me for what happened.” 

Mom looked up. “Of course not,” she 
said. She signed it, and she thanked him 
for calling the doctor. Then she asked 
him how much she owed him for that. 

I wasn’t surprised. I knew we couldn’t 
afford it, however little it was, but I was 
used to Mom and her rigid ideas about 
anything that smacked of charity. 

But Cabe wasn’t. He looked dumb- 
founded. He stared around our shabby 
living room and it was perfectly obvious 
we weren’t rolling in money. 

“Most people,” he said slowly, “would 
try to cash in on something like this. I 
didn’t know—” He broke off and sud- 
denly smiled. The doctor, he said care- 
fully, was a friend of his and there 
wouldn’t be a charge. 

Somehow everything was different 
after that, everybody friendlier. Cabe 
said wistfully he hadn’t even smelled any 
home cooking for two years—not since 
his wife died—and Mom urged him to 
have some cake and coffee. And we all 
ended up in the kitchen. Kathy -and 
Jamey were playing checkers on the 
table and munching cookies, and—well, 
it was pretty cozy. 

After he left that night I thought about 
the long, black car I’d ridden home in— 
and the big diamond ring he wore—and 
the way everybody at the bowling alley 
had practically bowed to him. . . . But 
none of us really liked him. None of us 
dreamed we'd ever see him again. 


| ian FUNNY the way you go along, 

just accepting things and not seeing 
what’s coming, even when it’s perfectly 
obvious. . . . Like the way Cabe got into 
the habit of dropping in at odd hours, 
early in the afternoon when he knew 
Mom would be home, Saturday nights, 
just at supper time—acting, as Tom said, 
as if he owned the place. He didn’t wait 
to be invited to stay to eat with us. Some- 
times he didn’t bother to talk. . . . He 
just sat in the one comfortable chair we 
had and smoked his cigar and read the 
newspaper he brought. I began to think 
it might not be so bad to have a man 
around—and to pay the bills and take 
the responsibility for things. Tom hated 






























































“He wants somebody to keep house for 
him,” I argued. “He’s lonesome—you said 
that a man can’t make a home for himself.” 


him. He’d tell Mom, “He isn’t your kind. 
Why do you put up with him?” Once 
Mom said, “Oh, I feel sorry for him— 
he’s so alone. And a man can’t make a 
home the way a woman can.” 

But Tom wouldn’t leave it alone. “Just 
let me know when your Mom’s had 
enough,” he said once, “and I'll get rid 
of him.” 

“He’s not so bad,” I said, thinking 
about how he’d sometimes slip Kathy 
and Jamey a dollar bill. Mom hated that, 
but I told her it was because he liked 
them. “And he can spare it,” I said. 
And the kids liked him—why wouldn’t 
they? Money was scarce in their lives. 

I won’t pretend I didn’t know what he 
was leading up (Continued on Page 56) 
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Paid For Twice 


wasn’t enough that my affair with Jerry should end in 
hame. Our marriage was strictly of the shotgun variety, 


| Jerry showed his resentment every way that he could. 


VY GIRL WHO “gets into trouble” can expect to pay, and pay heavily, for 
er mistake. Society makes certain that she does not soon forget that she 
d from the straight and narrow. But eventually, if she behaves herself, she 
n forgiveness. If she happens to marry the fellow who got her into trouble, 

a chance that as time goes by the two of them will settle down into a mar- 
that’s no different from any other. 

t in my case, my husband Jerry said I tricked him into marrying me. He 
forgave me for what he called our “shotgun marriage” and he put me 
h hell during the time we were together. I suffered in silence because | 

ed that our child had been conceived in sin and I was just as guilty as Jerry. 

t, as time went on, it gradually dawned on me that although we were equally 
| was the one who was paying for what we did. And I paid, not once, but 
times over. 

| it had all started so innocently . . . 
known Jerry practically all my life. We were born in the same neighborhood 
ew up together. I liked him, but he meant no more to me than any of the 
boys I knew by the time I was 16. But Jerry was a couple of years older 
and I wanted to be noticed by him and the fellows he ran around with. 
did everything I could think of to attract their attention. My mother would 
1ave approved of the way I practically threw myself at these older boys, but 
»w nothing about it. Both my parents worked and so did my big brother, 
I was left on my own a lot. They got home (Continued on Page 64) 














There was no denying, no hiding the things 
that 1 felt whenever Twas in Jerry’s arms. 
But it wouldn't always be that way. 
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By 


JOHNNY MATHIS 


He’s young, he’s handsome. He has money and a brilliant 
future. And best of all, girls, he’s a bachelor. Who’s the 
girl he’s going to marry? Here’s the nation’s most sensa- 
tional male singer’s own words to tell you the inside story 


re BEEN TOLD by the editors of TAN that a lot of 

my fans are interested in my private life to the extent of 
wanting to know about my current romantic status and 
something about the kind of girl I’d like to marry. Some- 
how, it seems that people feel that when a fellow has been 
as lucky as I’ve been the last year, made about $100,000 
and is a bachelor, he ought to be thinking about getting 
married. Or at least, a lot of girls are thinking about mar- 
tying him. 


But being a singer like myself, and just really beginning 
to make it, I think it might hurt me to get married now, as 
far as my popularity goes. So I probably won’t get married 
right away. I have no particular girl at the moment (al- 
though there are some that think they are). I’ve met an 
awfully lot of them, playing night clubs and all, but they 
usually disappoint me. I always think they’ve got my in- 
terests at heart, but they haven’t. They’ve got something 
else at heart. 
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ill, they’re nice to have fun with. 
| go on a date, I sort of like to 

1 day of it. Frequently we dou- 
ite, starting early in the morn- 
lressed in khakis and casual things 
hat, and go for long bicycle rides 
gh Central Park in New York. That 
makes you pretty hungry so we 
back by the hotel where we get an 
room for the girls to change clothes 
like to go to the small clubs in 
York, the little dimly-lit places like 
ir in the Village and the Van- 
The entertainment there is us- 
real solid good entertainment, 
than the way it is in a big, brassy 
[he day usually ends up at some- 
house, instead of some place like 
eater. I don’t make the theater 
»0 much, since I usually only 
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ussing plans for future public appearances, singer Johnny Mathis 
ks about bookings with Phyllis Krasny of General Artists Corporation. 


Johnny doesn’t want a wife in show business, 
but would prefer her to have a career of her 
| own to keep her busy while he’s singing for 
their supper. Besides, he wants to rear a family 


have time to make the matinee anyway. 

But as for the kind of girls I date, 
well, I have no particular tastes in wom- 
en physically because there are so many 
women of all types. It’s not wise to get 
yourself out on a limb. Instead, I’m 
keeping myself pretty open-minded on 
looks. 

And, where marriage is concerned, re- 
ligion doesn’t enter into it either. If a 
girl was of a different religious faith 
than I (my folk are Methodist, but } 
haven’t declared myself as yet), and she 
didn’t want to leave hers and I did not 
want to become a member of her re- 
ligion, we'd find that out very soon. | 
wouldn’t go through a great big romance 
and then come up and say, “Okay, let’s 
get married,” only to have her tell me, 


“I can’t because you're of a different 
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A casual dresser, Johnny appears on Chicago disc 
jockey Marty Faye’s radio show in khakis, sweater. 


religion than | am.” 

| suppose, in the matter of environ- 
mental and educational training, in ex- 
treme cases backgrounds are important. 
After all, you can’t have an idiot marry 
an Einstein. But usually your associ- 
ations don’t carry to extremes too far 
higher or too far lower than your own 
level. 

Furthermore, my wife will not neces- 
sarily have to meet any demands im- 
posed by my career, such as an ability 
to meet people. I wouldn’t bring my 
wife into my profession. Look at Perry 
Como. You don’t hear anything about 
his wife. She stays home and does her 
business and he goes out and becomes 
famous. It’s the same way with Dave 
Brubeck. He’s got a wonderful wife and 
kids. But she doesn’t come into the 
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Recording, Johnny exercises golden 
voice that earned $100,000 in ’57. 


picture. Almost nobody knows or really 
cares if Brubeck is married or not. Of 
course, his case is a little different than 
some others, because he isn’t really the 
idolized type of star some others are. 
But there are so many people whom you 
have to think twice about whether they 
are married or not. There is a way of 
doing it. If both the people are sin- 
cerely interested in doing that, if the 
girl is really interested in being nothing 
but the man’s wife, and that is of the 
utmost importance to me. I don’t want 
my wife to be connected with the busi- 
ness. | don’t want that kind of wife. 

I suppose I could marry almost any 
one of these girls that I meet in night 
clubs, but I don’t think I'll meet my 
future wife in a night club. But there are 
other opportunities for meeting nice 







Checking on the popularity of his latest record, Johnny reads Cashbox, 
a trade publication. Young crooner recorded three hit tunes last year. 


girls. It’s according to the people you 
associate with. Some performers are al- 
ways onstage. They’re either entertain- 
ing or at parties or running places with 
other people in the business. But when- 
ever I relax, I just want to relax away 
from all those people. Then I find friends 
who aren’t interested in me as a singer, 
but just as a companion or a friend. You 
make your own little breaks. 

The way I feel now, I think I would 
actually prefer that my wife have a ca- 
reer of her own, because then she would 
have enough interests to offset the inter- 
ests I have. You have to have something 
interesting to do in life. You just can’t 
go along being a little nobody or noth- 
ing. Then, too, I would want to have a 
family, and that would be a great interest 
to any wife—her family. I do not really 


know how many children I want, or 
whether I prefer boys or girls, but I 
come from a large family myself. I have 
three brothers and three sisters. 

Finally, I’m not going to rush into the 
thing. I’m not going to say I do know 
what I want, because I don’t. I find so 
many interesting things about girls. As 
you go along, you meet all sorts in this 
business, so I just keep looking at people 
and sort of judging them. 

I don’t profess to know the type of 
girl I’m ever going to marry. I do know 
that when I find the right one, I’m just 
going to marry her and that’s it. I don’t 
care what color she is or what she looks 
like. It could be anybody—a Hindu or 
something. But whoever it is, and I love 
her, I'll marry her and we'll try to make 


THE END 
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a go of it. 
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(‘TING INVOLVED WITH BILLY was a mistake from the very beginning. 
» tell the truth, it would never have happened if Verna hadn’t made that 
« the night of her wedding shower. After Verna had opened the presents and 
| and aahed over each one, she turned to me and said: 
Vell, you’re the last one in the bunch, Hattie. If you don’t find yourself a 
oon, the girls will have to throw a shower for you anyway—just because 
been so sweet to all of us.” 
know how much that hurt, you have to know about me and the town of 
le. In our section of town there were only a certain number of eligible 
and they get picked off pretty quickly by the girls who know how to work 
ily. That let me out. 
s resigned to the fact that | was no raving beauty, but I could cook and 
arry on an intelligent conversation, and I had a good job in the branch 
Yet, there I was 28 years old—29 according to the birth records—and I 
yt even engaged. 
y two younger sisters had already married, and I’d been a bridesmaid at the 
gs of every girl in our little social club. I handled many of the details for 
emonies and was quite an expert in weddings. But as time passed, it was 
nd more certain that I’d never have a chance to plan a wedding for myself. 
ough | laughed off the remarks of my family and friends, | was actually 
g desperate. Each year my chances for getting a man grew less and less. 
there’s life there’s hope,” I'd say whenever anyone asked me how long 
ied to remain single. The fact was I never planned to be single. It just 
ed that way. The fellows I went out with always ended up with some other 
hen it came time to march down the aisle. 
idea of ending up an old maid librarian haunted my thoughts lately, so 
erna said what she did I didn’t stop to think that she was honestly trying 
me a compliment. Whatever she meant, the words cut into my soul. It 
ise of the truth hurting, and my first impulse was to strike back. 
ize now that I shouldn’t have been so impatient. I should have waited just 
longer and not let myself be pushed into an affair that was doomed from 
Of course, I had no way of seeing into the future. But even if I’d known 
as going to happen, I doubt that I could have refrained from my spur-of-the- 
comment. (Continued on Page 68) 
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1 fool to give myself to Billy in the first place. He wasn’t 


I wanted, he was just convenient. Then along came 


ff, but it was much too late to give my heart to him 














Hadn’t I suffered enough 
shame? Must I always bear 
the cross of man’s lust? 


WAS the proudest wife in the world 
as Joel and I walked beneath the 
high arching canopy of the big Chicago 
tilway station. Joel, tall, angular and 
roud, walked with the easy grace of the 
l-toned athlete he was. I felt like a 
een beside that regal figure in the sky- 
blue Air Force uniform; like a million 
lollars as I watched both women and 
n cast admiring glances at Joel as they 
passed 
Joel, oblivious of the hub-bub around 
was chattering quietly as he guided 


Then a troubled look came into Joel’s 
smoky-gray eyes. 

“Are you certain you don’t want to go 
to Momma’s while I’m in camp? Are 
you positive everything’ll be all right? 
Remember,” he warned, “Chicago isn’t 
Louisiana!” 

“Oh, Joel, stop worrying,” I inter- 
rupted. “Didn’t Uncle Pete and Aunt 
Mary say they’d look out for me? Be- 
sides,” I added, “we can’t afford my go- 
ing back to Louisiana this summer. If 
we don’t save some money we'll never 
get out of the ghetto!” 

“Saving money’s one thing,” Joel coun- 
tered, “but your safety is another. I just 
don’t think it’s wise for me to leave you 
in that place alone.” 





that you’re the type most any man would 
want?” 

“You talk as if I’m going to be alone, 
Joel. You talk as if I don’t have a friend 
in the world, much less an aunt and 
uncle right downstairs.” 

“Downstairs!” he exclaimed, “what 
good could they do you downstairs if 
someone broke in upstairs.” 

“But they’d hear it, Darling. There’d 
have to be noise.” 

“But Baby, I'll be away for three 
months, and in three months there’ll be 
many times when you'll be alone. Frank- 
ly, | don’t want you walking past those 
tavern bums and pimps in the daytime, 
much less at night. I wish you’d go 
home to Mom and Pop for the summer. 


/ GORE A 
MADMAN S’ 
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through the crowded station. Joel, 
the same lovable, easy-going, overgrown 
kid I had fallen in love with the first time 
met five years previously at a uni- 
in our native Louisiana. Joel, 
ng the same, catching little-boy’s 
nile he did when I became his bride 
graduation day a year back. 
y we were nearing the big gate, 
where clusters of reservists were saying 
ells to their loved ones. 
Joel stopped, dropped his duffel bag 
the floor, and crushed me to him with 
trong left arm. My anxious lips 
d his. I could feel the tears coming, 
ind I turned my face. 
What’s the matter, Baby, lonesome 
ly?” 
Guess | am Joel, I’m such a big baby. 
But I’m so madly in love with you—I—I 
don’t want to let you go,” I stam- 
l, crying softly. 


“But I’m not alone,” I interrupted, “if 
that place is safe enough for Uncle Pete 
and Aunt Mary, Darling, it certainly 
must be safe enough for me!” 

“But they’re different,” Joel insisted. 
“They’ve been in that same building for 
20 years, and I don’t think that after 20 
years someone is suddenly going to start 
bothering them!” 

“Well, that proves my point, Joel,” I 
cut in. “If they don’t bother them, I 
don’t think anyone would bother me on 
the second floor. They told you they’d 
look out for me, Joel. I'll be all right.” 

Joel hugged me close to him again, his 
voice was tense in my ears: 

“But, Baby, you just don’t under- 
stand!” He held me out at arm’s length, 
surveying me closely from head to foot. 
“Can’t you understand that you’re young, 
beautiful, and relatively new to the 
neighborhood? Can’t you understand 


I will be terribly worried.” 

At that instant an officer touched Joel 
gently on the arm and warned: 

“Train’s about to pull out, lieutenant, 
better hurry.” 

Joel turned, watched a few straggling 
airfnen running down the inclining ramp 
to the waiting coaches, then turned back 
to me: “Be good, and please be careful 
sweetie. I'll write as soon as we get to 
California.” Then he swept me into his 
arms for a last, lingering farewell kiss, 
picked up his gear and went long-legging 
it down the ramp. He paused to throw a 
kiss from the step of the coach, then dis- 
appeared inside the shiny silver train. 

I felt suddenly tired, alone, and afraid. 
I was alone in the big city for the first 
time and found myself fighting a quick 
urge to run down the ramp, climb into 
the coach and snuggle up in the protec- 
tive arms of the man I loved more than 








His hand went to my throat. gripping it 
like a vise and choking off the scream that 
was rising up out of the put of my stomach 
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life its precious self. 

But it was already too late, even if I 
decided to give in to this wild urge. The 
long train was snaking out of the termi- 
nal. I turned and walked toward the 
street. 

A cab screeched to a stop in front of 
the terminal as I walked out. The driver 
leaped from his seat, opened the back 
door and gesticulated: 

“Ride, madam?” 

“Sort of reckless for a cab driver,” I 
thought to myself. 

Maybe I’d better take the “L.” I 
glanced at my watch. Only 9:30. 

The cabbie was still motioning to the 
open cab door when I thanked him and 
walked to the subway stop. 

| thought about Joel, about how proud 
he was as he polished his silver wings 
before we left our little apartment on the 
South Side. I thought of the swift chal- 
lenge of the jets he flew, and how he 
loved and met that challenge—but was 
more concerned about me, relatively safe 
back here on earth. 

The train roared out of the bowels of 
the earth beneath the city and became 
elevated as we sped through the neon- 
speckled darkness that was the South 
Side of Chicago. 

Only then did I turn to notice the man 
who had slipped into the seat beside me. 
| hadn’t thought too much when his legs 
brushed against mine the first time, but 
a few stops later when I felt their muscu- 
lar hardness against me again I leaped 
angrily from my seat and tried to brush 
past his long limbs, which were now 
pressing my legs against the front of the 
seat 

When he finally raised up to let me 
pass, | heard him whisper: 

“What’s the matta, Beautiful, afraid? 
[ ain’t gonna hurt you!” 

I turned, instinctively drawing back 
my hand to slap his face, but my hand 
stopped in midair, and my -anger sub- 
sided in the face of another emotion— 
fear. I looked into his watery, shifty 
eyes, over his sallow, pock-marked face 
with the scar that cut like a livid crescent 
across his left cheek, and down to the 
weak, suggestive smile on his lips. 

I glanced at his hands folded across 
the stained front of his trousers and I 
knew. This man was dangerous. I turned 
and walked swiftly back through the 
coach, past the sign warning against 
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walking from coach to coach while the 
train was in motion into the next coach, 
and the next, and a fourth. Then when 
the train ground to a stop I got off, anx- 
iously looking down the platform to see 
if the man was following me. 

Assured that he wasn’t, I mingled with 
the passengers descending the stairway 
from the “L” stop and hailed a cab. 


SETTLED DOWN to a new routine of 

working and coming home to care for 
our comfortable little apartment, rarely 
leaving alone, and never leaving at night 
unless in the company of Uncle Pete or 
Aunt Mary. 

Joel had just been gone a month when 
one night I went into the bedroom, 
plopped across the bed and went into my 
daily ritual of reading his love letters in 
the romantic atmosphere created by the 
reading light at the head of the bed. 

After reading the letter over and over, 
I switched off the bed light, closed my 
eyes, and rested my head on my out- 
stretched arms—mentally cancelling out 
the days that had been used and those 
yet to be filled before Joel’s return. 

It was then I heard a sudden stirring 
behind me and whirled in the bed to see 
a hulking figure silhouetted in the door- 
way, his grotesque and horrible shape 
outlined by the soft blue night light in 
the hallway. I opened my mouth to 
scream, but the paralysis of fear had 
stolen my voice. I tried to run, but the 
same crippling fear had rendered my legs 
useless. Then he was hulking over me 
at the edge of the bed, the gleaming sil- 
ver blade of his switchblade knife reach- 
ing for my naked throat like a drawn 
bayonet. 

In the reflected light from the neon 
signs a block away I could see the in- 
truder’s frightful countenance—the same 
watery eyes, the same weak mouth and 
the same livid scar on the left cheek. 
Again I tried to scream, but under the 
pressure of his big, grimy hand only a 
muffled moan escaped. 

“What’s the matta, Beautiful, still 
afraid of me?” 

He threw me back across the bed, the 
weight of his mighty body half-resting 
atop mine. Then with one swift move- 
ment of his free hand he reached down 
and ripped my clothing from my body. 

Wild with desperation and fear, I 
made a sudden lunge for the switchblade, 





which he had placed on the nearby pil- 
low. In one swift motion he jerked me 
to my feet, away from the knife, his one 
hand still tightly clamped against my 
mouth. Then, forcing me against the 
wall of my clothes closet, he hissed: 

“Start no stuff, lady, and there’ll be 
no stuff. I been casing you for a month 
and | ain’t gonna be turned down now. 
When you lock your kitchen windows at 
night you should lock all of ’em. But | 
woulda’ gotten you anyhow Baby, no 
woman stays away from me when I want 
her.” 

He pressed his body closer to me. | 
felt myself growing weak from exertion. 
The strong, stale odor of liquor on his 
breath was nauseating. 

Then, when he tried to kiss me, I made 
one last desperate effort to escape. | 
brought my knee up into the crotch of 
his wide-spread legs. He groaned and 
fell back and I bounded out of the closet 
and grabbed the switchblade from the 
pillow, blindly lashing out at my assail- 
ant, who was slowly backing me across 
the room, one hand at his injured groin. 

Then he was upon me again. I felt the 
blade of the knife slice through the flesh 
of his outstretched hand—and the taste 
of warm blood as he again clamped the 
hand across my mouth. He was in close, 
hugging my body to his. I could hear the 
clothing rip as I slashed at his back with 
the switchblade. He winced in pain and 
dropped back when I dug the blade deep 
in his shoulder. 

I lunged again with the knife, then felt 
a sharp pain in my right arm as he 
stepped aside, reached up, grabbed my 
right wrist and twisted the blood-stained 
knife from my hand. 

Now I was a mad woman, kicking and 
clawing at his face with my free hand. 
He cursed softly, his face distorted with 
rage. His knotted fist thudded against 
the side of my head and I felt the strength 
dwindling from my body. Then another 
blow sank into the pit of my stomach and 
I fell helpless to the floor. 

His bulky form hovering above me 
was almost indistinguishable in the shad- 
ows that were fast closing in on me. 
Then I was drifting aimlessly in a black 
void which was punctuated by periodic 
flashes of sharp, agonizing pain. 


I EMERGED from the deep ll of 
blackness step by painful step, and 
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somewhere at the top of that bottomless 
pit I could hear Joel’s soft voice plead- 
ing: 

“Ann, Ann, my darling, please wake 
up.” 

Then I could hear other indistinguish- 


able voices in the background. The black- 
ness around me began to dissolve. I 
fought through a sea of misty gray, then 
alight, swirling mist. Finally a world of 
white blinded my eyes. I closed them 
against the glare, then reopened them to 
the spotless white ceiling of the hospital 
room. 

I turned my head, saw Joel kneeling 
at the bedside. Mother and Dad stood 
behind him. Joel’s face was haggard, 
and covered with a couple days’ growth 
of stubble. He swept me into his arms. 

“Where am I Joel? Where am 1? Why 
am | here? Why do I hurt like this dar- 
ling?” I sat upright in the bed, my mind 
confused and cloudy. 

Joel restrained me, gently pushing me 
back to the pillow. 


My daylight hours were filled with fear 
and anxiety. My nights became sleepless, 
tear-stained nightmares, fraught with the 


question: Was I to bear a maniac’s baby? 


“Don’t worry, Baby, you're all right. 
You'll be all right now, thank God.” He 
buried his head in my shoulder, as if in 
a silent prayer of thanksgiving. 

Mother and father moved closer to 
Joel’s shoulder, smiling their approval 
and thanks. I forced a smile through the 
dull pains that were still racking my 
body, then was suddenly brought back to 
the seriousness of the occasion when a 
nurse led a uniformed policeman into the 
room. 

Only then did the whole horrible pic- 
ture come back into focus. The fright 
and struggle, the blood and the pain, and 
the paralyzing fear of that gruesome 
night rushed back into my being. I 
leaped up in the bed, shouting hysteri- 
cally: 

“No, no, don’t let him in here. Take 
him away, take him away!” 

He walked to the bedside, his note pad 
and » ~ril poised. 

10, no,” I screamed, then slipped 
back mto my deep well of blackness. 


Joel was still at the bedside when I re- 
gained consciousness, only this time he 
looked rested and clean-shaven. 

He smiled and leaned forward, frus- 
trating my feeble attempt to sit upright 
in the bed. 

“Take it easy, Baby, take it easy.” He 
kissed me tenderly and ran his fingers 
through my hair. “What you need is rest 
and quiet. We’re going back to Louisi- 
ana and rest.” 

“Where’s the policeman, Joel? Why 
was he here?” 

“He’s doing his duty, Baby. He has to 
be here because you are the only person 
who knows what happened.” 

“Must I talk Joel? Are they going to 
force me through this awful ordeal 
again? The damage is done. I can’t do 
it Joel. 1 can’t do it.” My voice trailed 
off in convulsive sobs. 

“Don’t cry, Baby, don’t cry.” Joel 
tenderly wiped the tears from my face. 

“Joel,” I sobbed, “how can I go on 
after this? How can I face the world? 





How can I| go on living, knowing that 
this terrible thing has happened to me?” 

Then a terrible thought brought pangs 
of anguish to my heart. 

“Joel,” I screamed, “how can you go 
on loving me? Joel this is awful, this 
will ruin us!” Now I was sobbing un- 
controllably. 

Joel swept me into his arms. smother- 
ing my wet face with kisses. 

“Don’t talk like that, Baby. Don’t ever 
say that again. You know I'll always 
love you.” He paused, his eyes peering 
intently into mine. There was a tremor 
in his voice as he continued: 

“Tl love you till the day I die!” 

Then he swept me back into his arms. 
His voice was tender and full of emotion. 

“Our love couldn’t be very strong if 
it couldn’t survive a crisis like this,” he 
whispered. “Fate has dealt us a bad 
hand, Baby, but we'll never give up. Our 
deep-rooted love is the ace-in-the-hole.” 

Joel was still softly stroking my hair 
when the nurse again ushered the police- 


man into the hospital room. 

“Take him away, take him away,” I 
shouted. “I have nothing to tell him.” 

Joel quickly rose to his feet, urged 
them to leave the room then returned 
to the side of the bed. 

“You're tired and worried, Baby, but 
sooner or later you'll have to cooperate.” 

“Cooperate,” I cried, “why should I | 
cooperate; I’m the one who’s been hurt, 
taken advantage of. Why Joel?” I 
shouted, “for all they know he could 
have killed me. Why do they permit 
these fiends to roam the streets, why can’t 
they protect innocent women? What 
kind of a society is it in which help al- 
ways arrives too late?” 

“That’s the point, Baby. That’s the 
exact reason why you must cooperate. 
Law is a devious and a difficult thing. 
Certainly there are many sex deviates on 
the loose, but police are helpless to do 
anything until they break the law. Police 
can never prove that a deviate has broken 
a law unless the innocent who have been 
wronged are willing to testify and prose- 
cute.” 

Joel leaned forward again, drying the 
tears that were still streaming down my 
face. 

“While you were sleeping the officer 
told me one of the greatest problems they 
have today is getting women to cooper- 
ate in cases like this. We must live for 
tomorrow, Darling, and unless we do our 
part today there can be no hope that 
tomorrow’s world will be any safer than 
today’s.” 

I nodded a weary assent to Joel’s 
wishes, and well off into a deep, troubled 
sleep. 


WO WEEKS LATER I was out of 

the hospital and was fast regaining 
my health in sunny Louisiana. Joel had 
rejoined his Air Force reserve unit in 
California, and Mother and Dad were 
doing a fine job helping me lay the 
foundation of a new life. 

My new lease on life, however, was a 
short-lived thing, because a month after 
the Chicago incident, a new and even 
greater crisis clouded my life. I began 
to suspect that I was pregnant. 

My daylight hours were filled with 
fear and anxiety, and my nights became 
sleepless, tear-stained nightmares fraught 
with the constant question: Was / to bear 
a maniac’s baby? 

A week later (Continued on Page 61) 
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x Love l 


There wasn’t any kidding myself about my looks. I had a 
face and figure that only a mother could love. Furthermore, 


there were no skin lighteners, or diets that could help me 





O bids ISNT A BIGGER FOOI 


who has no confidence in herself. 


















ing from experience for I am a girl who came: along when the p 
erators in Mother Natures beauty shop wer it to a cocktail part 
| arrived after the nice things on the eg d looks counter had beer 
sold and there weren't even anv left in the bargain basement. i 
When I was a child and read that little nursery rhy e about the 
ugly duckling. | felt like the author had written that story just i 
me. except that mv life as a homely. dark-skinned girl was not going ; 
to end up with me being magically turned into a raving beauty. That ; 
only happened in fairy tales. This was rea 
\t ms high school dances. | was alwavs the wallflower wh had 
to ask a girl friend and her boy: friend to walk me home. As J] 
erew older. | was never invited to the pretty private parties where 
pictures of gay. handsome “people were made and put in the news- 
papers. | had a face and a figure only a mother could love. My 
breasts grew heavy and uncontrollable. My skin was dark and pimp- 
ly. My hair was short and crinkly. my legs skinny and shapeless 
How could I ever get a man? 
In desperation. | began early in life to burn up every f 
my energy and my every waking hour at hard work. And. as luck 
would have it. | made lots and lots of money. Of course, men came 
around then. like vultures hovering over a wounded and dying dee 
but | knew what the, wanted “from | ind I hated their leering 4 






hungry. monev-begging faces. 






1 told mvself I was too homely for tru \ | believed ral 





can love an ugly woman. | had no cont 








to win a man through female sweetness, 
consideration for the man’s welfare and 
nterest in his ambitions. I was certain 
that every man who looked at me was 
nly interested in my money. 

[he big day in my life was a rainy 
ne in Chicago, a hazy, overcast, cloudy 
day and I was all alone in my Park 
Manor apartment. I had _ recently 
bought the building in a neighborhood 
that still had many white families. Some 
f the tenants in my building were still 
white and I had taken the smallest 
apartment and made it liveable until I 
could get some of them moved out of a 
better one. 

[he rain pelleted softly against the 
window pane and ran down like tear- 
drops. It was no day for a woman to 
be alone. 

[ walked away from the window, 
rossed the room and poured myself a 
strong drink of brandy from the little 


ever made me think I could have him 
for my own, my very own? 

He was no award winner in the looks 
department himself, but he was well- 
groomed, intelligent and ambitious. He 
was a man determined to stand on his 
own two feet—and this was rare among 
the men I had met. He liked to do the 
things I liked to do and we had fun 
doing them together. He was kind to 
me and I enjoyed listening to him talk 
about his plans for the future. 

We had been good company for each 
other for a long time, a very long time, 
it seemed. And I had dreamed a dream. 
But it seemed now that Chuck, too, had 
had his gimmick. Everybody had a 
gimmick. So Chuck had just been play- 
ing me along, I told myself. He was 
just waiting and then he would come up 
like all the others with a greasy hand 
stuck out and a beg on his lips. 

Thank God I had found out in time. 


1 was a fool to trust Chuck or any other man. 


After all, what could they want from me except money? 


There were too many glamor girls around 


to give them everything else 





mirrored portable bar that was my prize 
piece of furniture. I lit a cigarette from 
the butt of one that was only half 
moked. I paced the floor like a caged 
lion. My nerves jangled like a can full 
of marbles. I was a woman crazy with 
frustration for the only dream that I 
had ever dared dream had blown up in 
my face like an explosion set off in a 
snowdrift. 

[ went to the mirror, trying to find 

face changed. But nothing was 
changed. I had tried skin bleaches by 
the dozens, hair pomades by the hun- 
dreds, waist pinchers, corsets and up- 
lift bras. I had tried everything, but 
nothing changed my wide, full lips, flat, 
dilating nostrils and the fuzzy, scraggly 
hair on my head that was making my 
beautician rich. 

Why had I ever thought I could get 
ind hold a man like Chuck Winters, I 
isked myself. Although I knew he didn’t 
know a thing about the money I had 
ind had been treating me like his girl 
friend for months, what in the world 
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It had been a terrible shock and I 
was still hurting in every nerve and 
bone of my body, but it had been all for 
the best. I had been a fool to ever 
think I could compete with the prettier 
girls that are hanging around every- 
where looking for guys like Chuck, 
girls whom Mother Nature smiled on, 
who had lived in the big city for all of 
their lives and knew what to do to get 
and keep good men. 

I was born on a backwoods South 
Carolina farm and my life had been full 
of hard knocks. There were five of us in 
the little shack where I grew up. I was 
the third child. Mother and Dad didn’t 
get very far in school and the only book 
they knew about was the Bible. 

Simple, uncomplicated, God-fearing 
people, they lived and breathed the Bi- 
ble. Tomorrow was not going to be just 
another day, they always told us chil- 
dren, it was going to be a better day. I 
listened, politely and respectfully like 
the good children of my time knew to 
do, but I couldn’t ever see any better 





day ahead for me. I was just too home. 
ly, and every time I saw a boy I would 
have liked to court, I was reminded of 
it. He would look at me, sometimes g 
little pitifully, and saunter off with a 
prettier girl. 

But my parents labored year in and 
year out, scraping and saving for the 
day when we would all be able to pack 
up our few worldly goods, move North 
and take up a new life. 

Then, just when we were all ready for 
the great move, Mother died. It seemed 
so terrible to me that she worked so 
hard and never realized her dream, and 
it made me almost certain that there was 
nothing but trouble in store for all of us 
for always. We moved to Chicago, 
though, with sad hearts, and my father 
opened a little barbecue shack. We all 
worked in it, day and night. We called 
it the Busy Bee Hut. Business was good. 
We opened a second Hut, and then a 
third one, and a fourth one. 

Father worked almost endless hours, 
apparently trying to drown out the lone- 
liness that Mother’s death left him, and 
as the mills of the gods ground on, suc- 
cess kept bringing tragedy to my family. 
Father died. Earl, my youngest brother, 
was killed in Korea. And Ken died kick- 
ing the gong around in a dirty little 
Westside hotel. 

At 25, I was sole owner of half a 
dozen going business enterprises. I had 
all the money a woman could ever need. 
I owned property, a mink coat, dia- 
monds and clothes enough to fill three 
closets. But I was alone and life was as 
empty for me as a hulled-out pumpkin 
shell. I had nothing, for I did not have 
the thing most important to every wom- 
an: the love of a good man. 

There were men around, oh yes! 
Plenty of them. Plenty of the sleek, 
conk-haired, playboy-type leeches of the 
world who hovered about like maggots 
around a dead fish. They were always 
available, always sidling up to me with 
their slick talk and sickening jive. But 
I knew what they wanted from me and 
I wasn’t giving. 

Then along came Chuck. 

I thought that at last the wheel of 
fortune was spinning in my favor. 


HE DAY I MET HIM I had taken 
my car into a big, new gas station 
at 35th and South Park to get it winter- 
ized. The day was cool and the sun was 
shining like a yellow disk as I drove up. 
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The owner, who had been a friend of 
my father’s, came out. 
“Morning there, Miss Pinckney, glad 
to have you come in,” he said. 
“Howdy, Mr. Champ,” I said. 
been having some trouble with my car 
and I can’t seem to get the kind of serv- 


“T’ve 


ice | want out in my neighborhood, so 
here | am back where the Pinckney’s 
got their start,” I said laughingly. 

“Glad to have you come in, and it 
just happens that I’ve got just the man 
to take care of your car. I'll call him 
over. Hope you two get on okay. I’d 
like to have you for a regular custom- 
er,” he said beckoning to a well-built 
man at one of the gas pumps who had 
just finished wiping a customer’s wind- 
shield. 

When the man came over Champ 
said: “Miss Pinckney, this is Chuck 
Winters. He’s a fine young mechanic 
and he will take good care of your car.” 
He walked away, saying over his shoul- 
der “Come in again!” 

Winters looked like the Brown Bomb- 
er to me. 
good looking in an average sort of way. 
He stood there as if he knew just exactly 
what to do about anything under the 
sun. 


He was clean shaven and 


“What are we going to have?” he 
said finally. 

“The works,” I replied without think- 
ing until I noticed the sly, suggestive, 
sideways glance he gave me. “I mean 
I want a complete winterize job,” I 
added shyly, almost laughing to myself. 

Winters smiled a little, too. The by- 
play amused us both. 

“It'll take a couple of hours,” he said. 
“Will you wait, or will you come back?” 

“I'd like to wait,” I said. “I don’t live 
around here and I’ve got some shopping 
to do this afternoon anyhow.” 

“Tl give you one of my fast Winters’ 
specials then,” he said. 

“Tl take it,” I replied. “Nothing like 
being winterized by Winters when you 
get the special,” I kidded. 

We laughed and he went to work. I 
stood around watching and asking a lot 
of silly woman-like questions. Winters 
worked purposefully and answered my 
questions patiently. 

“Pve got a Pontiac like this myself,” 
he said. “They’re good cars and easy to 
work on. I’ve got double carburetors 
on mine. Makes it run like a scared 
rabbit.” 


“What’s a carburetor?” | asked. 


“It’s a—.,” he started, and then realiz- 
ing | was a woman who wouldn’t un- 
derstand anyway, he said, “Oh, it’s the 
thing that feeds the gas into the motor 
and makes it run fast.” 

“Well, why would you want two of 
them,” I went on. 

“Oh, I like to tinker around with 
cars,” he explained. “I hope to open 
myself a garage here after I’ve looked 
around a while. I’m new here—from 
St. Louis,” he added. 

“Wish you luck,” I said. 

“Oh, Pll get it started. I’ve still got 
my Army mustering out pay saved up 
and my GI loan will help get me set up. 
Hope you'll be one of my customers 
when I hang out my sign.” 

“Sure I will,” I said as I climbed in 
and started to drive away. “Maybe 
youll explain why you need two car- 
buretors on your car and mine runs 
pretty good with just one.” 

“Be glad to, Mam,” he said, smiling 
happily. ; 

I dropped the car into gear as he 
walked away. I felt that a strange and 
uncanny bond had been struck up be- 
tween us. And as I glanced over my 
shoulder to see him walking away with 
lithe, graceful, cat-like movements I 
said to myself “Mmmm, Zelda, wouldn’t 
you like to have that hanging on your 
Christmas tree when Santa Claus has 
come and gone?” 

A few blocks down the street, the 
thought still haunted me but I shrugged 
it off. Don’t be silly, I said. Go buy 
yourself another pretty dress and be 
satisfied Zelda. Dresses are about all 
of the pretties you’re going to get out 
of life. 

And yet, a few days later, I found my- 
self driving the 40 blocks from my 
apartment in Park Manor down to the 
station in the old neighborhood just to 
get a tank of gasoline. 

Strangely enough, Winters seemed 
glad to see me. 

“How’s she running,” he asked gayly. 

“Fair to middling,” I replied, “except 
I think I might be needing a new set of 
points—and—.” 

“What did you say,” he asked, be- 
wildered. 

“Points,” I repeated, “you know, 
points!” 

“Oh, so you do know something about 
cars,” he said, “and you were just pull- 
ing my leg asking me about carburetors 
the other day.” 


“Well, one of my brothers and I used 
to tinker with an old Model T we had 
when we were down South,” [ told him. 
“I guess I could clean a spark plug if I 
had to.” 

“Really,” he said exuberantly. “A 
woman that knows something about 
cars. Mam, you're a gem of the ocean, 
a woman after my own heart!!” 

We had a good laugh, and I guess we 
both knew that there was something hap- 
pening between us. During the next few 
days, I went into the station to get new 
points, and afterwards I would take long 
drives out on the highways just to burn 
out my gas so I would have to go in and 
get more. 

Each time, we became more and more 
friendly, and then one lonely Sunday 
evening as I was cruising aimlessly 
along Michigan Boulevard, a car almost 
exactly like mine pulled up beside me at 
a stop light and the driver beckoned to 
me to lower my window. 

It was Winters and he was telling me 
to watch how his two carburetors made 
his car get off faster than mine with one 
carburetor. When the light changed, | 
tried to spurt away, but Winters’ car 
zoomed ahead in a cloud of exhaust 
fumes. 

When the next stop light brought our 
cars side by side again, I said “Wow! 
that’s really something” and, brazenly, 
with an audacity I didn’t even know I 
had, I added “Where are you going? 
Wanna stop off somewhere and have a 
highball?” 

“You just drive to the spot, Mam,” 
Winters said, “I’m following.” 

When I walked into the cocktail 
lounge with Winters beside me I was 
prouder than a peacock that ever strut- 
ted. I had already staked a subcon- 
scious claim on him and to have the 
people in the place see me come in with 
him thrilled me down to my toes. 

Winters picked a booth right up near 
the front where everybody could see us. 
It made me feel good, like maybe he 
wasn’t ashamed to be seen with me. 

We talked about garages, automo- 
biles, establishing businesses and people 
and ambitions and a million other things 
during the next few hours. We put auto 
motors together and took them apart. 
Winters insisted I call him Chuck and I 
insisted he call me Zelda after the third 
highball, and we went on to pick a spot 
where a garage was most needed on the 
Southside. (Continued on Page 53) 
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Vother Hoskins was waiting for me at the 
door. “Where have you been all night?” 
she demanded. 1 glared back: “Out.” 





1 LEARNED 
00 LATE 


I came up the hard way, right out of 


the gutter. Wasn’t it only natural that 


someday I would go back to it? 


N THIS LIFE, you do the best you can, and if that 

isn’t enough then you're in a helluva fix! 

| read a story once about an emaciated, underfed 
little boy of twelve who lived in a Chicago slum. One 
dark, cold morning, cops found him sitting and shiver- 
ing in the littered doorway of a decaying apartment 
building. 

“What's your name, sonny?” one of the cops asked, 
not unkindly. 

The boy told him. 

“Does your family live here?” the cop asked. 

“Yes,” the boy said, “upstairs.” 

“Well,” asked the cop, “what’re you doing down 
here? You should be in bed.” 

“Mister,” the boy said, “our apartment stinks! It’s 
cold down here, but at least the air is fresh. I like it 
better—” 

When I read that story, tears came to my eyes, for 
| also knew how stinking life can be sometimes. 

Sure, life can be beautiful and bright; but it also 
can be dull, dark, cruel and harsh. For some people, 
life is an easy glide. For others, it is a rough go— 
every inch of the way. 

For the unfortunate, life is a dungeon and even 
hell seems to be a welcome paradise. I know—from 
personal experience. 

[ was born into hard times. The blues were my 
theme song, and they came naturally to my lips. Yet, 
I also learned the beauty of the ballad and, for a few 
years, my life possessed all the fabled glory of June 
and moon and red, red roses. 

Then June became dog days. The moon was lost 
behind a terribly ominous cloud. The roses wilted . . . 
leaving me with a handful of thorns. 

| was female and delicate. The thorns pricked and 
blood came. There was pain, and I cried. 

Life wasn’t worth a damn. I was ready to make a 






























[ had made my bed hard, as 
the old folks said. Now I had 
to lie in it. That meant mar- 


rying a man I didn’t love 


trade for death. But while I languished 
in the dank cellar of despair, the unborn 
baby inside me kicked. An Unseen Per- 
son said to me: 

“All right. So you have nothing to 
live for. Go ahead and kill yourself. 
Sut what about your child? He de- 


serves life. His ambition is not death. 
What are you going to do for him?” 
Yes ... what was I going to do for 


him? I had no home, nobody to love, 
nothing. Yet, this little baby did deserve 
a chance. He was pleading for a chance 
with every kick of his tiny feet. 

He didn’t know anything. He didn’t 
know that his mother wasn’t capable of 
taking care of herself, let alone him. 

Yet, life demanded that I do the right 
thing! 

lo tell the truth, I didn’t really want 
to die. Who does? I was too young to 
die. But I was so miserable, it seemed 
to be the only route of escape. 

In his hell cell, the Devil was laugh- 
ing his eerie head off. I guess, in the 
final accounting, that is what made me 
mad. Sure, | was nobody, but who was 
the Devil to make me his pawn? 

Fate—I thought—was all too cocky. 
lt was time Fate got its come-uppance. 
Maybe | was the one chosen for the job. 

Perhaps you will have to decide 
whether or not I succeeded. Because 
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you are reading this story, you know 
one thing: I’m still alive and I’m still 
trying. 

They say nothing beats a trial but a 
failure. I want to see if that is true. 
I’ve got to find one truth in this life 
that favors me. 

Maybe you are a young girl, one who 
has been taken advantage of, and maybe 
you, too, are singing the lowly blues of 
hopelessness and despair, the same as I 
used to sing ’em. 

If you are, then read on, for I think 
you will learn that, even in the darkest 
moments, life must be faced and lived 
... that in the worse gathering of gloom, 
there is somewhere a ray of sunshine. 
I admit, though, that sometimes it takes 
more than eyesight to see it. 

My mother was a tramp. If she ever 
knew who my father was, she never 
told me. My stepfather was an ex-cop 
who had been busted for being drunk 
on the job when a couple of thugs were 
robbing a store down the street from the 
police station. 

He had met my mother the usual way 
—while making a pinch! After he was 
disgraced, he took to drinking so much 
that his liver caved in and his heart 
quit on him. 

Then it was every woman for herself. 

Mother dumped me like a hot coal 
and returned to her rotorious profes- 
sion, full time. When she left me, I 
was cold and hungry, and I didn’t know 
anybody I could call friend. 

Like the little boy sitting and shiver- 
ing in the apartment doorway, the cops 
found me one night—hovering in our 
little, two-bit apartment in Chicago. 
They had come because some sucker had 
complained that he had been rolled in a 
house that wasn’t a home, and he had 
named Mother as the culprit. 

The cops took pity on me. They took 
me out of that dump of a place and I 
wound up in a real home maintained by 
a kindly old foster mother. I was nine 
years old when she got me. For a fee, 
paid by the city, she reared me and 
clothed me and sent me to school. 

For more than ten years, I was her 
“daughter.” As she reminded me often, 
I had twenty-three sisters and twenty- 
one brothers. In her career as a profes- 
sional mother, Mrs. Amanda Hoskins 
had reared forty-five children, including 
me. 

Mrs. Hoskins, 


whose surname I[ 





eventually claimed for my own, was a 
plump, old lady who had experienced 
more than her share of heartaches in her 
time. Her husband had skipped out on 
her many years before I came along. 
Never having mothered a child of her 
own, lonely in her huge, South Side 
house, one day she hit on the idea of 
rearing other people’s children. 

Once she showed me a clipping from 
a daily newspaper. It was a story about 
her. A civic organization had named 
her “Mother of the Year,” and she 
never forgot it. 

She had every right to be proud. 
These days, it’s tough rearing two or 
three children of your own. You can 
imagine, then, how difficult it is to bring 
up forty-five children who belong to 
other people. Mrs. Hoskins’ “children” 
came in all sizes and shapes and colors; 
their backgrounds were as varied as 
day and night; some of them were 
smart, others were unbelievably dumb. 

But Mrs. Hoskins (or Mother Hos- 
kins, as we called her) never discrim- 
inated. She lavished on each one of us 
a big heart full of love. She fed us well, 
taught us etiquette, made us keep our- 
selves and our rooms spotlessly clean. 

With her own money—and she didn’t 
have much—she bought nice things for 
us. None of her children ever went to 
school looking shabby. She rewarded 
us for good grades with pretty little gifts. 
She saw that we were accepted by other 
kids in the neighborhood. 

No one looked down their noses at 
Mother Hoskins’ children. The truth 
is, | knew some kids who would have 
preferred to live with us than in their 
own homes. They never failed to show 
up when we were celebrating someone's 
birthday, or having a party and dance. 

Under Mrs. Hoskins’ spell, 1 forgot 
the sordidness of my early childhood. 
Mother never came to see me, and | 
wasn’t sorry about that. 

As I grew into my teens, I realized 
that I never would win a beauty con- 
test. But I was attractive, not badly 
built, and Mother Hoskins said I took 
more pride in my clothes than any gitl 
she had ever reared. 

Mother Hoskins was a fiend for mu- 
sic. She had an old piano in the barn- 
sized living room of her home. Several 
times a week, she assembled all the kids 
for a songfest. I had a “nice voice,” 
she said, and she taught me to play the 
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piano in her spare time. 

I did well in school and I was pop- 
ular. I always ranked in the upper 
third of my class. Boys were always 
seeking dates with me. 

But Mother Hoskins was strict. None 
of her girls, she said, ever went out 
alone with boys until they were 18. 
When she first told me that, I thought 
it was an old-fashioned rule. 

As I look back on my life today, how- 
ever, I wish Mrs. Hoskins had upped 
that age limit for dates by six or seven 
years. That surely would have saved 
me a lot of trouble. 

There were several reasons for Mrs. 
Hoskins’ age rule on dates. 

In the first place, nearly all of the kids 
she took in came from poor families, 
or no families, and were behind in their 
schooling. The average age for grad- 
uating from high school was 18. 

In the second place, although she en- 
couraged her children to get a college 
education, Mrs. Hoskins wasn’t finan- 
cially able to send them to college. So, 
once a kid had turned 18 and finished 
high school, she made him get a job. 
And the kid was expected to become 
self-supporting as soon as possible. 

Mrs. Hoskins had a lot of friends in 
Chicago. They ranged from local com- 
munity businessmen to downtown city 
officials. She never had any trouble get- 
ting a decent job for one of her kids. 

When my turn came, I was already 
spoken for. Mr. Frankie Daniels 
wanted me to work in his restaurant. 
He offered a good proposition, and 
Mother Hoskins okayed it. 

That probably was the first mistake 
she ever made in her life. But I can’t 
blame her for it. She had no way of 
knowing how things would turn out be- 
tween Frankie and me. 


RANK DANIELS was a tall, slender 

man of about forty-five years when 
I first met him. He always dressed well, 
drove a big car, and was good to us 
kids who lived at Mother Hoskins’ 
house. The truth is, we kids might have 
gone hungry many times if Mr. Daniels 
hadn’t come around with a big bag of 
groceries near the end of the month 
when Mother Hoskins’ money was run- 
ning out. 

As she told us several times, she had 
first met Mr. Daniels one bleak winter 
when it seemed that everything was go- 


ing wrong. The furnace had gone bad, 
the cupboard was almost bare, and 
Mother Hoskins had more kids than, 
for once, she knew what to do with. 

In desperation, Mother Hoskins had 
begun canvassing the neighborhood for 
help. Mr. Daniels was one of the first 
business men she called on. He had 
responded immediately. 

He had the furnace fixed and told 
Mother Hoskins to order all the food 
she needed and charge it to him. She 
never forgot that favor. And he never 
forgot the kids in her home. Over the 
years, they became fast friends. 

So when he suggested that I work for 
him, Mother Hoskins was glad. 

“He’s a generous man,” she told me. 
“He'll give you a break in life. And, 
God knows, you have earned it.” 

This was the “kindly” proposition 
Frankie offered: 

I would begin work in his restaurant 
as a waitress. I was to learn everything 
I could about the business. If I did 
well, in six months, he would promote 
me to cashier. Later, he would make me 
manager of the place. On top of all that, 
when I wanted to rent an apartment of 
my own, he would give me a good deal 
on a kitchenette in one of his buildings. 

We were sitting in the living room 
at Mother Hoskins’ the night Frankie 
offered the deal. I listened to first him, 
then her, talk. I hadn’t exactly wanted 
to be a waitress. I had dreamed of go- 
ing to college to study music. But— 

“If you want to go to college, fine,” 
Frankie said. “But, if I may say so, I 
think you should put first things first. 
Take this job, save your money, and 
there’s no reason why you can’t go to 
school and work for me. If you find out 
later that you want to go to school full 
time, maybe I can be of some help on 
that project, too.” 

Mother Hoskins added: 

“T don’t see how you can lose on this 
deal, Esther. 


I'd like to see you start in college next 


You know how I feel: 


fall. But I just don’t have the money—” 

“TI understand,” I said. I accepted 
Frankie’s job, thanked him for all his 
kindness, and went to my room to think 
things over. 

For two years now, I had had a room 
all to myself. After I left Mother Hoskins 
and Frankie downstairs, I closed the 
door to my room, sat down on the edge 
of my bed and began trying my best to 


think things through. 

I knew Frankie’s deal sounded good 
for the present. But where was I going 
in life in the long run? Mother Hoskins 
had protected me ever since I was a 
helpless kid. What was going to hap- 
pen now that I was expected to show 
some responsibility on my own? Was I 
smart enough for life? Was there any 
chance of life ever throwing me as it had 
my own mother? What about romance? 

Beyond the usual kid crushes on pop- 
ular singers and school athletes, I never 
had been in love with any man. Con- 
sidering the way Mother Hoskins reared 
us, that wasn’t strange. But I didn’t 
have any complex about boys—I en- 
joyed their company and I had had lots 
of innocent fun with them. 

The one thing I should have thought 
more about, I dismissed without pon- 
dering. That was Mr. Daniels and the 
innuendos of his proposition. Granted 
he was Mother Hoskins’ friend—why 
was he offering me, an 18-year-old kid, 
the moon in six months’ time? 

It’s easy to say so now, but it is 
nonetheless true: if I had been more 
suspicious then, I would have saved 
myself a world of heartache. 


RANKIE OWNED the Blue Flame 

restaurant. It was located on one 
of the South Side’s busiest streets, and 
it was a popular place. 

I never had eaten out much and, con- 
sequently, didn’t know how to rate res- 
taurants as good, bad or fair. Judging 
by the business Frankie did, I guessed 
that his place was at least better than 
fair. He served everything from busi- 
nessmen’s lunches to full-fledged din- 
ners. 

The restaurant itself was a square 
room, with a bar running along the 
west wall. A room-divider separated 
the bar from the dining room, which 
occupied two-thirds of the total space. 
All service in the dining room was at 
tables—neat wooden tables covered with 
linen. 

After nine p.m., the lights were 
dimmed and the Blue Flame took on a 
sort of night club atmosphere. Week- 
ends, a piano player entertained the 
diners. 

I was one of four waitresses hired for 
the dining room. The first thing I no- 
ticed about the other three was that 
they were (Continued on Page 77) 
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N OKLAHOMA CITY, Harold Moore, 32, and his wife Annette, 20, started a ~ 
family argument in a bar which resulted in: 1) Mrs. Moore locking herself in — 
their auto; 2) Moore climbing up onto the hood to try to kick out the windshield; 7 
3) Mrs. Moore starting the car on a 50-mile-an-hour, hair-raising drive to try | 
and shake her husband off; 4) the Moore’s hitting a parked car and a parked 
truck; 5) both of them winding up in a hospital. 
* * as * 

In Detroit, Mrs. Dorothy Aikens switched on Arthur Godfrey’s TV Talent Scout 
show. found one participant she was extremely interested in: her husband, David, 
missing since their separation, whom she was seeking for child support. : 

# = * * 

In Jersey City, N. J., after listening to his wife Ella Mae chide him for 25 years ; 
about forgetting the wedding ring when they married, 51-year-old grandfather 
Walter Simmons decided to repeat the ceremony on their silver anniversary. While — 
200 people, including the Simmons’ two children and five grandchildren looked on, 
Simmons dug his hand into his pocket for the ring, discovered he had forgotten — 
it again. 

In Memphis, police arrested an “arsonist” who caused $8,000 worth of damage ~ 
by burglarizing a house and setting it afire, then also setting fire to another house — 
and a field of grass. But the arsonist had to be set free. Reason: he was only nine ~ 


years old. 
& a * = 


In Pasadena, Calif., 24-year-old Willie Mae Todd caused police to wonder about 
who is really the weaker sex after she broke husband Bradley Todd’s nose with — 
his shoe, blacked his eyes, cut him with a butcher knife. then strangled him with ~ 
her nightgown. . 


* * * * 


In Miami, hungry thieves broke into a sundry shop, made off with four smoked 
hams, 50 pounds of stew beef, 20 pounds of sausage, 20 pounds of oleomargarine, 
32 pounds of lard, one TV set. 

In Detroit, 27-year-old Bernard Jackson was seized during an ill-fated attempt ~ 
to rob a bank, learned later that most of the bank’s customers were off-duty police: — 
men from a nearby station, cashing payroll checks. 

* * * = 

In Washington, D. C., newly-hired postal truck driver Joe Biggs was told te 
deliver a truckload of “New York mail,” didn’t learn until he ran out of gas ll 
miles from New York on the New Jersey Turnpike that he was only supposed to 
have driven seven blocks to a railroad station. 

* * * = 

In Houston, Texas, hotel owners Henry and Irene Corley returned from a Mexican 
vacation, learned from their assistant manager that “a smoker set his bed on fire, 
another guest gave me a bad check, and the chambermaid quit.” Quipped Henry | 
Corley: “What else amusing happened?” 
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HOW 
10 HAVE A 
PRIZE-WINNING 
RECIPE 





1) \CH YEAR there are a number of contests across the a friend to try it for you in order to find out other peoples’ 
“country for boys and girls, and homemakers who can honest reactions. If you like to cook, creating new ideas 
k. Entering these contests can be fun and profitable, for foods should not be difficult, with all the practical aspects 

but one must have something to offer that is different, good considered. Be sure measurements are level and use standard 


utensils. Always assemble the ingredients before starting 


to look at and to taste. The recipe must be practical and 
to cook. When you feel that your recipe is perfected, have 


not too difficult to prepare. If it should win a prize, it must 


be easy to read and simple to follow for the many plain and it neatly typed or written. Check and recheck to be sure you 
‘ancy cooks who will try it and will want it to be a success. have included all of the ingredients. On pages 42-43, you 


4} 9 q f ea ’ > . ° 
\bove all, don’t copy recipes from old cook books and call will meet one of last year’s Pillsbury contest finalists and 


‘hem originals, but try to create something new. Test your 
recipe several times and without divulging the reason, ask pull out those pans and measuring, spoons. 


see how she won a trip to Los Angeles. Read her story, then 


4] 











> chapting a “ptine winning recipe. A little thought can make it 
like the following cookie recipe. To make these Oatmeal Chip 
Coin it apa ths and | tsp. salt. Cream together 14 cup butter 

and ¥% cup shorte ning. Gradually add ] cup granulated sugar and | cup firmly packed 
brown os ‘creaming. well, Blend in 2 unbeaten eggs; beat well. Add the dry 
ingredients; mix 
almonds and 1 cup (6-oz. pkg.) semi-sweet chocolate 
pieces. Shape rounded teaspoonfuls of dough into balls. 
Place on ungreased baking sheets. Bake in moderate oven 








thoroughly. Stir in 2 cups quick-cooking rolled oats, 1 Re chapped 









8 dozen cookies, 





Chunk O’Cheese Bread 


lectable bread was the second grand prize winner for a 
bride from Minnesota. Made with yeast, the bread has 
eal, four, molasses and American cheese, and you don’t 
be an expert to make it. Directions are easy to follow 
will be a favorite with your family. We will be glad to 
1 the step-by-step recipe for the bread if you send a 
to the Home Service Department of TAN Magazine. 


(375°) from 9 to 12 nae et gi brown. Makes 





Betty Stark’s Oatmeal Chip Cookies 
were among best in Pillsbury contest. 


Slice O’Spice Cookies 


Here is another bride’s recipe which won third place. A pungent 

spicy cookie that is a real treat is made with simple ingredients 

and rolled oats, then covered with cinnamon and sugar to make it 

crisp and spicy. Cookies can be made in batches and frozen so the 

cookie jar can stay full. Be sure your recipe is like the winner’s; 

easy to make so that anyone can follow the directions and have 
success. Write us for the recipe. 
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Yorkshire Burger 


A wonderful all-in-one meal, this recipe 
was a prize winner for a seventeen year-old 
boy who had a bit of imagination. Made 
with ground beef, vegetables and a batter 
dough, it is inexpensive and easy to pre- 
pare and is served with a smooth, creamy 
beef gravy. Entries need not be breads or 
desserts, but basic all-in-one dishes are 
good as possible prize winners. 


Herb Sticks 


This is the recipe of Pillsbury’s first prize 
winner who is also a bride and lives in Illi- 
nois. Her recipe is a basic yeast dough, 
mixed with chives, parsley and dill. Here 
is an easy-to-follow treat for all occasions. 
Recipes submitted are always re-tested by 
experts; in this case by Ann Pillsbury. In- 
gredients too, must be easy to find in all 
parts of the country. 


Honey Chocolate Pie 


Honey Chocolate Pie won first prize in the 
older women’s division. Although it is not 
simple to prepare and does take a bit of 
time, it is worth all the effort put into it, 
especially for a company treat. Filling has 
sour cream and bottom of pie is filled with 
almonds to give flavor and a new twist. If 
you wish any of these recipes, write TAN’s 
Home Service Department. 
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I ) ROVING THAT EVERYTHING about life revolves, we find that the styles of 
the roaring Twenties are back in the news after thirty years. The flapper fashions 
f today are not new, but are just a repetition of the same old styles with new 
iterials. The hats, the beads, the pointed-toed shoes, are all reminiscent of the 
veriod of origin. Today’s designers have given the styles their own twist and the 
| orso,” the “sack,” and “silhouette,” looks can be seen in all the stores. Every 
| woman wants to keep up with what’s new in the fashion world, but she should 
make sure that she can wear these styles and look smart. TAN’s collection of 
flapper styles are the modified versions for your spring wardrobe. 





Grey flannel two- 

piece middy dress has 

Mouton collar. By 
Cluny Juniors, $25. 













Ivy green and blue 
cotton plaid middy 
dress has two-way 
hood collar. By Mr. 
Mort, $35. 















White nylon chiffon 
blouse has double 
ruffled collar and 
cuffs. By Alice Stuart, 
‘ wo-piece black wool $11.95. 

annel dress has 
drawstring waistline. 
By Colette, $25. 
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Wool jersey dress has wide leather 

belt passing through notches at hip- 

line of semi-fitted overblouse. By 
Nancy Greer, it is $25. 








DIAGNOSIS: 
knife wound in 





Unoer tHe blazing blue sledge hammer of 
a Chicago heat wave, the cramped, makeshift 
operating room shimmered like an oven, 
reeking of ether and carbolic. Six sweat- 
drenched, frock-coated doctors huddled in 
fascination, watching deft hands reach into 
a human chest and expertly stitch up a 
wound in the redness of a pulsing heart. 

Would he live? The surgeon mopped his 
brow and hoped. The year was 1893; the 
operation, fantastic. 

Live? Yes, he would live for many more 
years, thanks to the skill and courage of Dr. 
Daniel Hale Williams. 

Abandoned as a child, Williams, a Negro, 
had struggled hard for his medical educa- 
tion. Now only 37, he had already founded 
America’s first interracial hospital, 
Provident. And here he had just performed 
the first of the pioneering operations that 
would mark him as one of our country’s 
great surgeons. 

Sensitive and brave, Daniel Hale Williams 
was blessed with an abundance of the same 
urge to help his fellow man that binds and 
strengthens Americans today. 

And it is these strong, unified Americans 








It’s actually easy to save—when you buy ; 1 —" 
Series E Savings Bonds through the Payroll who RCE ONE real wealt! —the real 
Savings Plan. Once you’ve signed up at your backing behind our nation’s Savings Bonds. 
pay office, your saving is done for you. The In fact, they’re the true reason why U. S. 
Bonds you receive pay good interest—34% Savings Bonds are considered one of the 
a year, compounded half-yearly when held to weebil's Gasset. salest taveseeants 

maturity. And the longer you hold them, the ° ; 
better your return. Even after maturity, they 
go on earning 10 years more. So hold on to 


For your own security—and for America’s 
—why not invest in Savings Bonds regu- 


your Bonds! Join Payroll Savings today— larly? And hold on to them! 
of buy Bonds where you bank. 


Safe as America - US. Savings Bonds 


The U.S. Government does not pay for this advertisement. It is donated by this publication in cooperation with the 
Advertising Council and the Magazine Publishers of America. 





Kids will eagerly attend to cuts, bruises 

with Band-Aid “Charmers.” Johnson & 

Johnson bandages come in many shapes, 
colors. 49. 


! “Soft-Lite” is a powder-press makeup for 
ponsists of a brush to be filled with shaving hypo-allergenic skins. Comes in seven 
© cream. By Marvelite Products, $3.95. shades, white compact. By Almay, $1.25. 
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Each day something new is introduced 

on the market, and there are so many 

good ones and so many that do not come 

up to the standards that it is hard to 

judge. However, there is one way to 

know what you are getting, and that is 

by buying name brands. When new 

: ny Pete = eR aa a a A completely different concept in nail pol- 
ook for the name which has served you i,405 is “Tipette,” a single unit with a 
well. TAN’s shopping department is glad jy itp.in Magi-Flo brush. By Fabron, $1. 
to bring to you the best products pos- we é Beata 
sible. We have chosen a few new and . 
interesting aids for beauty and better 

living that we hope you will enjoy using. 


. apes 


Ap ile 


<0 fh; op ea fib : 

toiletries for little girls features Graceful apothecary jar with bubble bath Even small child can make a perfect pony 
” package containing toilet water crystals, is $5, Milkglass bottle contains tail with “ -It.” Also ideal for braids 
ng powder. By Lentheric, $2.50. garden spice fragrance. $3, by Wrisley. or chignons. By Fairfield Industries, $1. 
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HAIR STYLES YOULL 
E WEARING IN ‘oo 


FEMININE FASHIONS and beauty habits seem 
be a revision of the roaring Twenties, but just 
is the most popular of any one of these, is any- 
guess. It is good to be up on all of the new 
but when fashion forecasts and hair styles do 
ome you and your personality, it is not good to 
them just to be in style. There are a great many “Sa of 
to bear in mind; your size, your hair, your Flattering windblown hair style is lon 
plus your personality, because you make the enough to hold curl, short enough to be 
you wear. The same is true with hair styles. sleek. 
ver the new hair trends and see which one be- 
you. Consult your beautician and take her sug- 
ns, for this is her business and she will be truthful 
values your business. 
inge your hair style often if it gives you a lift. mats 
reful of color and don’t let anyone talk you into eh ag Far ode tel 
olor that will not become your skin. Brown skin styles cu tir teased 
lond hair don’t go together very well. The new or curls tied high in 
light tips and streaks scattered throughout the large, smart rolls. 
e most attractive. TAN welcomes your questions 
are at your service for hair and beauty hints 
make women more attractive through 1958. 





oe ARE RATA THe 








. z s a 
a 


hair style of the ald days, with bangs, = "Shark sleek hair style for career girls, is Simple straight girlish styles for the school — 
ost effective with right face and figure smart. For dress wear, lighten tips. girl and young. miss are generally best. 


@ ‘Ss 
¢ ere 


ae e 





BON 


I, cooperation with the CRs of Maton 


ANNOUNCES 
THE ONE HUNDRED 


THOUSAND DOLLAR 
EBONY CHURCH 
PLAN 


CAN YOUR CHURCH, OR CHURCH OR- 
GANIZATIONS USE SOME EXTRA MON- 
EY? ARE YOUR MEMBERS WORKING ON 
ANY SPECIAL PROJECTS NOW? ARE 
THEY PLANNING TO? WHETHER 
YOUR CHURCH NEEDS $25, $50, $200, 
$700 OR EVEN SIX THOUSAND DOL- 
LARS .... YOU CAN MAKE YOUR 
CHURCH PROJECT A SUCCESS WITH 
THE EBONY CHURCH PLAN. 
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E ’ MAIL THIS COUPON NOW FOR FREE INFORMATION 
3 WITH THE EBONY CHURCH PLAN THE MAILING OF THIS COUPON CAN BE THE BEGINNING 
DUR CHURCH, AND THE VARIOUS ORGANIZATIONS, CLUBS, OF A NEW ERA OF ACHIEVEMENT FOR YOUR CHURCH 


OCIETIES, AND GROUPS IN YOUR CHURCH CAN HAVE THE IN CARRYING FORWARD YOUR PROGRAM OF CHRIS- 
EEWECESSARY FINANCE TO MAKE ANY OF THE FOLLOWING TIAN SERVICE. 

The EBONY CHURCH PLAN 1358 
1820 South Michigan Avenue + Chicago 16, Illinois 


Your Name 





R FUND FUND FOR MEN’S PROGRAM 
IND FOR NEW SONG BOOKS FUND FOR WOMEN’S WORK 
UND FOR NEW CHURCH PEWS FUND FOR SUNDAY SCHOOL LITERATURE 
IMMER CAMP FUND FUND FOR MISSIONARY PROGRAM 
URCH DECORATION FUND REFRESHMENT FUND FOR TEAS, ETC. 
RCH LOUNGE FUND CHURCH BULLETIN AND NEWSPAPER FUND 
D POR CHOIR ROBES FUND FOR DONATIONS TO THE NEEDY 
MENT CHURCH DINING ROOM EQUIP- | cinneR BIBLE SCHOOL FUND 
“PN POR CONFERENCE DELEGATES SUNDAY SCHOOL DECORATION FUND 
S#P"D FOR DONATIONS TO THE NEEDY | FUND FOR DONATIONS TO THE SICK 
SRPND FoR YOUNG PEOPLE'S WORK FUND FOR LEADERSHIP RETREATS 
BN FOR MISCELLANEOUS ACTIVITIES CHURCH WORKSHOP FUNDS 


Pastor’s Address................Ci 
Do You hold a Church Office 


Name of your office 
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WALK TALK 


Viany a parent is tempted to hurry 
baby into walking. (Especially if the 
little fellow down the block has taken 
that first step.) But to urge baby when 
he’s not physically or mentally ready 
may slow up his desire to walk. Good 
to remember, that when mind, body 
and spirit are ready baby will strike 
ut for himself and you won’t be able 
» hold that live-wire down. 


MENU THRILLS 


. FOR JR. JACK ’N JILLS. No doubt 
bout it! Toddlers need semi-grown-up 
foods to make the transition from 
strained to family foods. Gerber Junior 
Fruits, Soups and Dinners are ideal 
because they have an evenly minced 
texture to encourage chewing. The 
fruits are famous for natural flavor and 
ippealing color. The soups and dinners 
combine vegetables, meat and cereal 
for grown-up flavor interest. 


DRESS REVIEW 


Taking that toddler to market with 
you? Try to remember to un-zip that 
snowsuit or coat while you’re in the 
narket. Overheating can lead to quick 
hilling when baby gets back in the 
big and chilly outdoors. 


FEATURE OF THE MONTH 


Here’s something your toddler will 
ove. A different tasting cereal with a 
big nutritional bonus. Gerber High 
Protein Cereal has a toasted, nut-like 
flavor...and a 35% 

protein content 
lerived from oats, 
wheat, soy beans 
and yeast. Like 
all Gerber Cereals, 
it’s vitamin-and- 
mineral enriched 
and ready to serve 
with milk or other 
liquids. 
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TACTICS FOR TODDLERS 


The moods of a toddler are unpredict- 
able, to say the least. There’s a dec- 
laration of independence one minute 
... a heartfelt plea for help the next. 
As baby’s first teacher it’s up to you 
to decide when to guide and when to 
let baby go it alone. Takes a bit of 
doing, but with patience you'll soon 
learn which lead to take to help your 
child develop confidence . . . an im- 
portant factor in learning new skills. 





Toothsome Tidbit: Once baby passes 
the first year, more and more teeth ap- 
pear. Now, more than ever baby will ap- 
preciate Gerber Teething Biscuits, for 
soothing comfort and biting exercise. 


“Babies ane our business... 
Our Only business ! 


baby foods 


FREMON MICHIGAN 





5 Cereals. Over 80 Strained 
& Junior Foods, Including Meats. 





When Baby Cries 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


EW MOTHERS most frequently ask 

the question: “What shall I do 
when my baby continues to cry?” Pre. 
vailing opinion has swung from the ex. 
treme “let the child cry—be scientific” 
approach, and its opposite, “don’t let 
him cry, think of the emotional harm 
it will do,” to a balance point some. 
where between the two. 

It is now recognized that it is un- 
wise to generalize about a child’s cry. 
ing. Most mothers can easily tell wheth- 
er her child is crying because he is an- 
gry, or in pain or merely unhappy. 
Naturally, the treatment of tears caused 
by pain will be considerably different 
from the treatment given the little tyrant 
who is crying in pure rage. 

A baby learns at a very tender age 
(from about six weeks on) to take ad- 
vantage of mother by demanding atten- 
tion. If crying means that he will be 
taken from a darkened room into light 
and sound, he is clever enough to re- 
peat this technique at will. It is a 
healthy thing for a baby to try crying 
to get his way. This is one of the ways 
that he learns authority is not his, but 
his parents’. Calm behavior on the part 
of the mother at an early stage will in- 
dicate to even a six-week old that moth- 
er loves him, and wants him to be com- 
fortable, but now is time for sleeping or 
resting, and that is what is expected of 
him. 

The important thing about a baby 
crying is to try to understand why he is 
crying. Some babies, by their nature, 
need more assurance and support than 
others. Giving them this little attention 
will not necessarily “spoil” them. It will 
be easier on the mother if she gives it 
than for her to withhold it and feel 
guilty as a result. 

If a baby cries chronically and the 
pediatrician assures you that there is no 
organic reason for this behavior, then 
relax and get to know your baby. The 
strong instincts and common sense that 
your mother developed with you did not 
come overnight, and experience cannot 
be replaced by reading a book. 
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Teen Talk 





By Jane Walters 


ON’T THINK you’re different when 
your kid sister or brother almost 
drives you nuts and your first reaction 
is to swat ’em into outer space. It hap- 
pens every day, and this common family 
war has been going on for generations 
and generations. 

Call *em pests, 
just general nuisances, most “other chil- 
dren” in the family can be annoying at 
least-expected times. When this happens, 
remember you're “cool,” calm your 
nerves and hang onto your hat. The fun 
is about to begin! 

When you come pretty close to a fam- 
ily duel over whose turn it is to do the 
dishes, or why a drippy-nosed Junior 
with missing front teeth has to accom- 
pany you on an errand, especially when 
you're fully capable of handling your 
own affairs, don’t head for another plan- 
et. Probably that poor kid resents you 
as much as you object to him, and to 
show it, he makes enough trouble to in- 
sure him a place in the smoky great 
beyond. 

However, brotherly and sisterly wran- 
gling is nothing new and not exclusive 
with you. Disagreement is a natural 
talent that kid relatives have a premium 
on. Just don’t let them throw you in a 
tizzy. If this happens, you’re at their 
complete mercy and no sane person 
should submit to the teasings of an eight- 
year-old. 

Arguments between offsprings in the 
family do not indicate active dislike or 
lack of affection. They begin for any 
number of reasons and the best way to 
cure them is to understand their reason, 
or a less painless way, outgrow them. 
It’s even difficult for parents, and twice 
as hard when they have to be objective 
in the relationship. 


“trouble makers,” or 


There is no cure-all or general miracle 
that will bring about harmony and peace. 
Time is your best remedy, and that de- 
pends on who accepts who for what he is 
++ + atypical teen with a heap of grow- 
ing-up problems, or pig-tailed Suzy who 
thinks it’s a bore to like boys. Under- 


standing will most certainly result in a 
truce, 





New Hair Straightening Discovery 
uits Perma-Strate Years Ahead! 


Amazing New N-77 Neutralizer 


is Faster! Better! Easier to Use! 






Neutralizer acts fast . 


absolutely no burn. . 


cream hair straightener. 


No matter what you’ve ever tried before, now 
see how simple it is to have soft, easy-to-man- 
age, natural-looking straight hair the modern 
Perma-Strate way. See how softly and smoothly 
Perma-Strate Cream straightens hair . . 
see how quickly and easily new Perma-Strate 
N-77 Neutralizer acts to keep hair softly straight 
so that it can be dressed in any style. New N-77 
- gives all-over hair 
penetration to perfectly complete your Perma- 
Strate hair straightening treatment . 
- no redness... 
irritation. Constant research once again guaran- 
tees .. . NOTHING COMPARES WITH PERMA- 
STRATE, the original and world’s largest selling 


- and 


- with 


- no scalp 


Every Perma-Strate kit 
includes both Perma 
Shampoo and the amaz- 
ing new N-77 Perma- 
Strate Neutralizer. Try 
it today! 


Only $2 plus tax for Complete Kit! 


as recommended by 
Dorothy Donegan 
and Bill Doggett 





If druggist can't supply, write 
Perma-Strate, 271 Vance, Memphis, Tenn. 


Hair Dry? Br Brittle? Get Perma-Strate HAIR SHEEN (Hair Conditioner) 
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wet Movie Star . 


16 sparkling rhinestones 


and tiny nail he ads adorn 

GLAMOR GLASSES a lace type “cats eye’ 

(see near & far) style, imported Optical 

frame. Perfect for teen- 

agers and Glamor Girls. 

Money Back Guarantee Black or Brown—clear or 
tinted lenses. 


FREE catalogue mailed 
with each order. No. 157 $4:95 ppd. 


HERMAN OPTICAL CO, The same as above, without 
2-W Beaver Street the rhinestones 
Nework 2, N. J. No. 158 $3.95 ppd. 


Genuine Human Hair 
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fer our, $342 2. Guer $495 


/ 319% 
COLORS: Black—Off- yaw S328 +308 























Black — Dark Brown 


SEND NO MONEY. Pay post- 
man on delivery plus postage. At Extra Targe Tee $848 


Ellis Rand Co., 2349 Milwaukee Ave., Dept, 1619, Chicago 47, Il. 











Agent for Valmor and Sweet Georgia 
Brown Products. FastSellers—FacePowder, BeautyCreams, 
Hair Dressing, Perfumes, —_ * beg ot — aden No 
experience needed. Full o By MAKIN 
to$20inaday. WRITE NoWfor forBi MONEY. yy 
Agents’ Sample Case Offer. V. 
2451 So. Michigan Ave., Bae ay rye 205, yo med ie° mu. 


Gypsy Bait Oil 


MAKES FISH BITE ‘osr 


CcOsT 
Mysterious aroma of Gypsy Fish 
Bait Oil Compound : makes smell 
feeding fish wild through thou- 
sands of smell organs covering 
their bodies. One potent drop on 
artificial or live bait draws in fresh 
or salt in gf whether you still fish 
with pole, cast, spin or troll. 
erm 4 works. Only $1.98 (3 for 
. Cash orders postpaid. If 
ol . postage extra, Draws fish 
to your bait or money 
FREE, ~ay large water resistant pouch with every 
bottle. Order from: 


WALLING KEITH CHEMICALS, Inc. 
Dept. 723-C Birmingham 1, Alabama 
51 























DON’T LIVE IN THE 
SHADOW OF GRAY HAIR 





Step out into the bright world of youth with 
just one application of Godefroy’s famous 
Larieuse Haircoloring. Gray, faded hair is 
gone, and in its place—long-lasting color 
with the deep, silky glow that takes years off 
your looks ... even makes you feel younger 
every time you glance in a mirror. 

Modern Larieuse is easy to apply—takes just 
a few extra minutes at shampoo time. Don’t 
wait another day—give your hair the vibrant, 
glowing look of youth with Larieuse! 


Choose from 18 gorgeous shades 


























1. Shampoohairthorough- 2. Apply Godefroy’s Lar- 3. After color has devel- 
ly. As it dries, mix Gode- _ieuse with handy applica- oped,shampoohair again, 
froy'sLarieuse as directed. tor included in package. set in your favorite style. 


GODEFROY MANUFACTURING CO., 3510 Olive St., St. Louis 3, Missouri 
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Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 15) 


hobby: he collects pigeons. At his home in 
L. A. there must be about 200 swarming 
around in his backyard. 


Close schedules on club dates and 
one-night stands aren’t bothering Wild Bill 
Davis one bit. He pilots his own private 
plane. 


Ramon Bruce, New Jersey’s favor. 
ite deejay who took himself off to San 
Francisco for a record spinning spot, is 
holding down the additional job of director 
of public relations for a chain of San 
Francisco furniture stores. 


Sax-blowing Earl Bostic, who came 
out of retirement after suffering a heart 
attack last year, has invested in the motel 
business in California. Deal was financed 
through the sale of his fabulous stamp col- 
lection to a San Francisco collector. 


Meanwhile, piano-song stylist Hadda 
Brooks and her newsman hubby purchased 
a 100-room hotel in San Francisco. Should 
come in handy since folk are saying all is 
not well and said hubby is in need of a 
hotel room. 


Some nosey busybodies would have 
you believe there’s a feud going on between 
the two Lymon youngsters, Frankie and 
Louis, but ’tain’t so. Even though Frankie 
lost a movie role in Jamboree to his young: 
er brother and his Teen Cords, the two have 
been appearing on the same in-person bills 
for quite some time; Frankie as a single 
and Louis with his group. Incidentally, 
Frankie’s new LP album is being arranged 
and conducted by lovely Lena Horne’s mu- 
sician-husband, Lennie Hayton. 


Young singing star Johnny Mathis, 
San Francisco’s pride and joy, has been 
doing more than his share of movie work, 
all off camera. He can be heard singing the 
theme music for the film Wild Is The Wind 
starring Anna Magnani, and will also sing 
the title song for The Long, Hot Summer, 
starring Orson Welles. 


The Four Step Brothers, dancing 
sensations of two continents, have appeared 
in seven motion pictures and in twelve 
European countries, during their 12-year 
career. They were the first dance quartet 
ever booked in New York’s Radio City 
Music Hall. 


Entertainer Sammy Davis Jr. left 4 
big, fat trail of busted hearts when he mat- 
ried singer Loray White in Las Vegas. Few 
people remembered that they were 2 big 
romantic item two years ago. 
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Too Homely For Love 


(Continued from Page 35) 


Never once, in all this time, did Chuck 
ever take his eyes off me. A half a dozen 
glamor girls came and went, some of them 
sitting on bar stools less than four feet 
from our booth and waving their shapely 
legs all around in a way that would tempt 
any man. But Chuck kept talking to me 
and always looking right straight at me. 

It was the most flattering thing that can 
happen to a woman. 

When the waitress brought the check I 
tried to pay it, saying “I invited you, you 
know!” 

But Chuck looked at me in utter amaze- 
ment. 

“Oh, no, I couldn’t let you do that. I 
don’t believe in such things. If a man is 
going to wear the pants, he’s got to be a 
man at all times. I’m not the kind who 
would let a lady pay a check. I’m a man 
who is going to always stand on his own 
two big feet.” he laughed. 

“When can we get together again and 
build-some more cars and garages?” Chuck 
said as he closed the door of my car out- 
side. 

“Where do you live?” I asked. 

“Oh, I’ve got a room at the YMCA.” he 
said. 

“Well, why not come out to my place 
to dinner some evening,” I said. 

“Like Wednesday.” he said, “that’s my 
day off.” 

“Like 
o'clock.” 

I drove away with happy heart and head. 
Maybe it’s the liquor, I told myself. You've 
got no business feeling this ecstatic, Zelda. 
You’re just high. You’re still an ugly duck- 
ling. 


Wednesday,” I said. “Eight 


UT WHEN Wednesday came, the same 
feeling of elation overwhelmed me 
again and in anticipation of something I 
knew I had no reason to expect I went 
busily around the house preparing dinner. 
I was cooking up a real feast: southern 
fried chicken, fresh green peas, mashed 
potatoes, rich gravy, hot rolls, a beautiful 
tossed salad and all sorts of trimmings. I 
stirred up a big pitcher of Martinis and was 
sampling one when I suddenly panicked. 
Chuck didn’t know my address! I had 
never told him where I live. He couldn’t 
find me in this big, dirty town. He hadn’t 
meant to come anyway or he would have 
asked. I was just a fool to think he meant 
to come. A fool, a fool, a hard-looking 
beatup fool! I almost cried. 
_Instead I poured myself a double Mar- 
uni and sat down in resigned disgust to 
have myself a quiet, private drinking bout. 
The doorbell startled me. 


“How did you know where to come?” I 
asked as I let Chuck in. 

“Oh, I guess we got so high the other 
night neither one of us thought about ad- 
dresses. Well. I got the address off the 
winterizing slip at the station. I wasn’t for 
missing a good home-cooked dinner,” he 
said. 

We laughed. We always seemed to be 
laughing and enjoying whatever there was 
between us. Chuck ate like a woman loves 
to see a man eat. He asked for seconds 
and devoured every morsel. 

I bounced around fixing things and hov- 
ering over him like a mother hen. Perhaps 
the Martinis were having their effect. 
Liquor can make even the homeliest people 
feel like bathing beauties and movie stars. 
I kept nipping to keep my courage. daring 
and hopes up. 

After dinner we sat in the living room 
and listened to records. 

“You know that’s the best meal I’ve had 
since I left my mother’s boarding table.” 
Chuck said. “And this must be my lucky 
day because I’m going to be able to get 
that spot for the garage that you sug- 
gested.” 

“Oh. that’s wonderful.” 

“You know. I checked the community. 
It’s a good one. There probably isn’t a 
better spot in town for the kind of good 
garage I’m going to have.” he said con- 
tentedly. “You sure have got an eye for 
business, Zelda. I’m mighty glad I got to 
know you well.” 

“T am. too.” I said. 

At that moment. even in the happy aura 
of my drinks. I felt apprehensive. I had 
never mentioned to Chuck that I was an 
old hand at business. that I owned several 
of them and had made lots of money. I 
had been afraid to. He apparently didn’t 
know and I was afraid to tell him unless 
it might change him somehow. 

“You might wind up being a big man 
one day,” I said inanely. 

“Oh yeah.” he said. “and when I’ve got 
everything going smoothly I guess I'll be 
ready to settle down and get set up so I 
can have home-cooked meals like the one 
we just finished all of the time.” 

Oh, oh, I said to myself. That’s the way 
it’s going to be. When he’s got his own 
place he'll want somebody else. And, after 
all, why would he want me? Just feed him 
well and help him get set for some other 
woman, Zelda. That’s all you’re good for, 
poor little rich girl. 

But then Chuck’s voice filtered through 
my sickening thoughts and found my ears. 

“Let’s go for a ride,” he said, “and I'll 
let you see how it feels to drive a car with 
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exclusive magic moulding, 
push-up design and foam 
rubber cups that gently 
cuddle your bustline to 
new heights of youthful 
allure. 
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CINCHER— 
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ure so you can 
easily slip into 
the dress size 
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two carburetors. Maybe you'll want me to 
fix yours like mine someday. Two are al- 
ways better than one in anything, Zelda.” 

“Okay,” I replied, “let’s go.” 

We drove out on the highway and I raced 
the powerful, hopped-up car along at 
breakneck speeds. It was thrilling and ex- 
hilirating. We laughed and laughed. We 
let the windows down and let the cold 
evening air hit us in the face. We talked 
about cars and garages and as we slowed 
along in the city traffic on our way back, 
Chuck said, “I’ve got something on my 
mind I’m gonna tell you about in a day 


” 
or so, 


“What is it?” I asked. 

“Not now,” he said, “I'll tell you when.” 

And we laughed at that. There was noth- 
ing funny about it but we laughed just the 
same. I was deliriously, though apprehen- 
sively happy. 

At my door, Chuck leaned over as I 
opened it and kissed me. I was amazed 
and dazed. He said “Goodnight” and 
started away. 

Then he turned around and came back 
to where I was standing still dumbfounded. 

“There’s no point in waiting a couple of 
days, Zelda. What I want to say to you 
is—. Well, we seem to get along fine and 
everything, so I’ve been thinking about get- 
ting married after I get the garage opened. 
You think about it and we'll talk about it 
sometime.” 

If I were amazed and dumbfounded 
when he kissed me, then there are no words 
in the dictionary for the way I felt when 
Chuck got through with that speech. I just 
stood there. 

I was still standing there, probably with 
my mouth hanging open, when I heard the 
roar of his double carburetors as he drove 


way. 


(THAT NIGHT I should have slept like 

a baby with not a care in the world but 
instead I tossed and turned and tormented 
myself, wondering if it were possible that 
a man not knowing whether I had two 
nickels to rub against each other could 
care enough about me to want to marry 
me, could even be in love with me? 

The next day and for many days after- 
vards I was terribly mixed up, terribly 
frightened, terribly uncertain. 

Then it happened. 

{ had gone shopping in the afternoon 
to pick up some special things Chuck said 
he wanted for dinner. I still hadn’t made 
ip my mind about what he had asked me, 
and I had thought we would talk about it 
when he came that evening. I wanted to 
make certain, although I had no idea how 
| could. 

With a sudden inspiration I headed for 
a bakery shop where I could get a nice 
cake for dessert and happened to walk past 
the cocktail lounge where Chuck and I had 
had our first accidental date. It was also 
accidental that I even glanced into the 
place. But I did. 
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And what I saw left me standing there 
in the streets shaking like a leaf in a heavy 
March wind. 

In the very same bar where he had given 
me his undivided attention for hours, 
Chuck now had his eyes fixed in those of 
a breath-takingly pretty, light brown- 
skinned, big-legged, shapely, silky-straight 
haired photographer’s model who was 
daubing tears away from her eyes. I 
stepped inside the door behind them for a 
better look. 

She was one of the prettiest girls I had 
ever seen. Her hair was pulled tight against 
her head and flowed down her back in a 
long pony tail. Through the window I 
could see that she was one of those women 
Bikini bathing suits are made for. I hated 
her. 

In that instant I hated all pretty women. 

And I hated Chuck even more. 

So this was it. This was the way it was. 
He had this beautiful wench all the time 
and he was going to marry me to get my 
money so he could give it to her, I con- 
cluded. Maybe he was telling her about 
his plans right now and that was why she 
was crying. Just putting on a show to put 
a good lock around his heart so he would 
be sure to bring my money to her when 
he married me. 

The rage roared up in me like a flame 
when kerosene is thrown on a fire. 

I turned and stalked away up the street 
as fast and as hot as a racing fire engine. 
I’d show smart, shrewd, slick Mr. Chuck 
Winters, I told myself. Just let him show 
up at my house that night with his big ap- 
petite and big lying mouth. I’d tear his 
eyes out. The treachery of men, the ter- 
rible, horrible, sickening treachery of them. 
I was so angry, frustrated and heartbroken 
I could hardly breathe. 

God in heaven must have known how low 
I felt. The sky became overcast and it be- 
gan to rain. I went home on this day no 
woman should have been alone. I tried to 
drown my feeling with brandy. So this was 
to be my big day! Whatever made me think 
I could hold him? But I would be ready 
when he showed up, good and ready! 

And I didn’t have to wait long. 

When the doorbell rang, I took my time 
about answering. I took a good stiff sip of 
Martini and sauntered unhurriedly to the 
door. 

“Hi there,” Chuck said in his usual hap- 
py voice, “what’s cooking?” 

I didn’t say anything at first. I had sud- 
denly decided I would wait and see what 
kind of line he handed me tonight. I walked 
wordlessly into the living room, sat down, 
crossed my legs and lifted my unfinished 
Martini to my lips. 

“What’s with you, Zelda? Aren’t you 
speaking tonight? And say,” Chuck said 
sniffing with his nose and looking around, 
“T don’t smell that old pot in the kitchen. 
What’s up?” 

So that was it, huh? All I was good for 
was to cook and provide a big hunk of my 
money for him to pass on to that glamor 


gal. So that was it, huh? What’s cooking! 
I was cooking—and I boiled over right 
then. 

“What have you been doing today,” | 
asked, gritting my teeth as I spoke through 
clenched jaws. 

“Oh, nothing special,” he answered of. 
handedly. 

“You don’t call sitting up in a cocktail 
lounge entertaining a pretty woman all 
afternoon nothing special when I’m sup. 
posed to have been out here sweating over 
a hot stove to cook you a meal, huh?” 

I was in a blind rage now. 

“What?” Chuck said. “What in the 
world are you talking about?” 

“Don’t what me! Isaw you! What were 
you telling her that made her cry—that you 
couldn’t see her tonight because you had to 
come out and get your free homecooking?” 
I screamed. 

When I had said that and Chuck moved 
I thought he was going to get up and hit 
me. That’s what men usually did when they 
got caught in their treachery. He raised 
halfway up in his chair and then flopped 
back and started beating his thighs with 
his hands. Of all things, I realized, he was 
laughing—big, loud, guffawing peals of 
laughter. 

“Oh, cripes,” he said between laughs, 
“you saw me with Jewel Barber this after. 
noon, didn’t you. Ha! Ha! Ha!! Oh, baby, 
I wouldn’t have that chick on a ten-yard 
stick. That’s one of the boss man’s head- 
aches and he’s sick of it. He put her down 
and her rent is due. She was crying the 
rent day blues and trying to get me to tell 
her where the boss is. He’s been hiding out 
for weeks. Ha! Ha!” 

I sat up, completely surprised at what 
he said, completely upset by his easy laugh- 
ter. 

“Zelda, I don’t go for trouble women like 
that. I thought you understood that. The 
pretty ones are so full of themselves they 
wouldn’t even know how to start to be in 
the corner of an ordinary guy like me. 
They’re out for getting. They pick the guys 
who’ve got. I want somebody like you who 
will love me for what I am; not for what 
I’ve got. Ha! Ha! And you thought—” 

“Oh!” was the only sound that would 
come out of me. 

After he had laughed until his eyes were 
wet, Chuck came over and sat down beside 
me. 

“Look, we’d better not wait any longer 
about this marrying business. They're g0 
ing to deliver the rest of my equipment 
at the garage this weekend so I might 4 
well quit the gas station tomorrow and 
we'll spend the rest of the week getting 
married. What do you say?” 

I felt just like the fool I now realized 
I had been. I was ashamed of my iack of 
trust in Chuck. I felt so bad that even if! 
had never even dreamed of marrying him, 
I would have had to say yes now. 

We were married on Friday. 

Our garage opened the following Mor 
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day. That night, for the first time since we 
had met, I took Chick to one of my barbe- 
cue cafes. The way the employees acted 
made him ask “What’s with all these peo- 
ple. You're getting the kind of service in 
here that would make somebody think you 
owned the place.” 

Very quietly, almost embarrassedly, I 
said, “I do!” 

“You what?” he asked disbelieving. 

“There are a number of others around 
town,” I said. 

“But why didn’t you ever tell me before,” 
Chuck almost howled aloud. 

“Because I— Oh, I don’t know, Chuck. 
Because—. Well, I thought you might—.” 

“You thought what?” Chuck kept press- 
ing me. He was obviously irritated. 

“T thought you might have been more in- 
terested in my money than in me, if you 
had known,” I finally blurted out. 

Chuck laughed. He was always laughing. 
He could laugh at the oddest times. 

“Holy Moses! Well, I’m glad you never 
told me. I’m glad. Now you know the 
truth. Zelda, darling, you’ve got some- 
thing money can’t buy. You’ve got humility 
and honesty and affection that can seldom 
be found in people these days. You’ve got 
a heart and a soul and you care about peo- 
ple. You seemed to care about me and 
that’s all that ever mattered to me,” Chuck 
said, 

“But I’m not pretty,” I said shyly. 

Grasping my hands across the table, he 
said “Pretty is as pretty does where I’m 
concerned, my wonderful wife. Let’s go 
home.” 

When Chuck flicked out the last light in 
our house that night, there was a delightful 
sensual insinuation in his laugh that I have 
learned to love, just as I learned that a 
woman without confidence is a fool. 


THE END 
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I Forced Her To Marry 


(Continued from Page 19) 


to even though Mom didn’t seem to. But 
even so it was kind of a shock the night 
! overheard his strange proposal. 

Tom and I had been to a movie—one of 
the rare times Tom had enough money for 
something more than a walk and a coke. 
We headed in toward the back door, like we 
always did. It was open—I saw Mom and 
Cabe sitting at the kitchen table. The kids 
were in bed. I reached for the screen door 

and then stopped still, stunned as Cabe’s 
words came through to me. I should have 
gone right in—or made some sound. I knew 
that. But I didn’t. Instead I clutched Tom’s 
arm for silence and shamelessly listened. 

. and I’ve got that house,” Cabe was 
saying. “I need somebody to keep it—to 
cook—a guy needs a little comfort. He 
needs a woman—” 

Mom sounded stunned, a little scared. 
“T couldn’t,” she gasped. “I mean—mar- 
riage. . . . It wouldn’t be fair.” 

“It'd even up,” he went on, as if he 
hadn’t even heard her. “Be a better place 
for your kids—be easier on you .. .” 

Mom started to speak again, but Tom 
was pulling me away, out of earshot. I 
struggled silently, but he got me out to the 
ard. His voice was rough. “Your mother 
ought to slap his face.” 

“Why?” I asked, still mulling it over. 
“He was asking her to marry him. Maybe 
it isn’t such a bad idea.” Suddenly my 
thoughts were running all over the place. 

om grabbed my shoulders. “It’s none 
of your business,” he said furiously. “You 
keep out of it.” He began shaking me— 
then suddenly he let go. He looked sick. 

[ could kick myself for ever—” 

“Tt is my business,” I said. “It’s my 
mother, my life—it’s none of your busi- 
1ess—”” Suddenly I was mad at Tom for 
trying to run everything. Maybe he was 
satisfied with living in a tenement district, 

living in some future dream. But / 
wasn’t. I left him standing there and ran 
back to the house. He didn’t follow me. 

Cabe was getting up to leave when I 

me in. He nodded at me in his silent way 
ind said to Mom, “You think it over.” 

I don’t think Mom said a word. She still 

»oked stunned, confused, as she walked 
to the front door with him. I sank down 
to a chair in the kitchen, feeling excited. 

“| heard what he said,” I blurted out as 
oon as she came back. 

Vom didn’t look right at me. “I shouldn’t 
have let him keep coming,” she murmured. 

“Don’t you like him, Mom?” I prodded. 


“At all?” 


Then she did look at me, and there was 
1 funny seared look in her eyes. “I have 
nothing against him,” she said flatly. “But 
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I’m not in love with him, if that’s what you 
mean. Surely you don’t think for a min- 
ute—” 

“Why not?” I interrupted. “You can’t 
have everything. After all, when you’re—” 
I broke off, suddenly vaguely ashamed. 

“When you’re as old as I am,” Mom 
picked it up with a spurt of anger, “and 
poor—and saddled with three children, you 
can’t be fussy. Is that what you mean?” 

“Oh, Mom—” I got up and ran to her, 
hugging her. “I just meant you can’t ex- 
pect to find another man like Daddy. And 
I can’t bear it the way you work and never 
have anything—I just don’t see why you 
couldn’t—” I groped for words—the right 
words. . . . So she’d at least consider all 
the angles before she made up her mind. 
I went on slowly. “. . . like he said, it’s 
kind of a bargain.” 

Mom pulled away from me. “I’m satis- 
fied the way things are,” she said stubborn- 
ly. 
That did it. I just lost my temper I guess 
or I never would have said it. “Well, I’m 
not. Don’t you think Kathy and Jamey and 
I’d like to have a full time mother? Don’t 
you think we’d like to have a real home? 
Don’t you think I’d like—” I began crying. 

Mom softened then. She sat down, and 
we really talked it out. She said she hadn’t 
thought about it that way—how it might 
make things better for us. But even so— 
“|. even if I could, it wouldn’t be fair, 
feeling as I do.” She shuddered. 

“He wants somebody to keep house for 
him,” I said. “He’s lonesome—you said 
yourself a man can’t make a home for him- 
self. Why would it be so wrong?” 

Nothing was settled that night, but when 
we finally went to bed. Mom was thinking 
about it. 


HE NEXT SUNDAY Cabe drove us all 

out to see his house. It was way on the 
other end of town—not in a real fancy 
neighborhood. But lots better than ours. It 
was a big, frame house. not new, and all 
run down, needing paint and work around 
the yard. We didn’t go in. “I’m just using 
the one bedroom.” he said. “I don’t eat 
there—or nuthin’.” But I saw how it could 
be nice. We could all pitch in and fix up 
the grounds, I thought, and Mom could 
have fun doing whatever was needed to 
make the inside nice. I saw myself having 
kids in. I saw Jamey playing in the yard 
with the neighborhood kids and Kathy al- 
lowed outside by herself—because there 
wouldn’t be the dangers there were in our 
neighborhood. We’d each have our own 
rooms. Mom would be home all the time— 
she’d have a new life too. Boy! How I 
dreamed it up! 


I guess Mom saw the same things I did. 
That night after Cabe took us home and 
left and Mom got the kids to bed, she said 
wistfully, “Would having all that—would 
it really mean so much to you, Stella?” 

“Oh, Mom,” I breathed, “it would be so 
much better—for all of us,” I added quick. 
ly. “You too.” 

Mom’s eyes strayed over to Daddy’s pic. 
ture, and she sighed. “I guess your father 
would want me to do what’s best for yoy 
kids.” 

I threw my arms around her and hugged 
her hard. “You won’t be sorry, Mom— 
you'll see.” 

I cringe every time I remember those 
words. I thought I was so smart. I thought 
I knew so much about what was good for 
all of us. The truth is I was so greedy for 
what I thought was in it for me I didn’t 
really think about Mom’s side of it. I didn’t 
even listen to Tom’s warnings. 

“There’s something funny about that 
guy,” he said once. “I found out he gets 
some mysterious kind of attacks—he 
doesn’t even show up at the bowling alley 
for weeks sometimes.” 

“So he isn’t as healthy as some people,” 
I said sarcastically. “So what?” 

“So you don’t know anything about him 
—that’s what,” he retorted. “Do you know 
how his wife died? She committed suicide. 
And why doesn’t the guy have any friends? 
What’s he want anyway?” I knew about 
his wife. Cabe told Mom she’d been in 
such bad health and pain she couldn't 
stand it. 

“Tt’s really none of your business, Tom.” 
I said coldly. I told myself he just didn’t 
want us to move away—he didn’t want me 
to have other friends. . . . He was jealous. 

“T won’t bother you anymore, Stella,” he 
said finally. “I'll just hope you won't be 
worse off than you think you are now.” 

How could we be any worse off, I won- 
dered. 


V /ELL, I found out. Mom and Cabe were 

married a month later. They didn't 
even have a honeymoon. We all moved 
right in, and it wasn’t long before I began 
to realize what I'd done to all of us. 

I’ll always remember that spring the way 
you remember a nightmare—only this was 
worse because it was real and because it 
was all my fault. As long as I live I'll be 
haunted by the sick look on Mom’s face 
every night when Cabe came home from the 
bowling alley. She ate early with us, and 
Cabe didn’t even seem to care if he ate 
alone—as long as it was a good, big, hot 
meal, and Mom waited on him hand and 
foot. When he finished he’d curtly order me 
to do the dishes. Then he’d say to Mom. 
“Time to go to bed.” Just like that. Mom's 
face would get tense and pinched and she'd 
whisper to me, “Don’t stay up too late, 
honey.” And she’d follow him upstairs like 
a slave. Night after night. My stomach 
would feel all hollow and my throat so dry 
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and stiff I couldn’t swallow. It just got so 
I couldn’t look at Mom anymore. But I'd 
hear them upstairs—I’d know. And I'd 
wonder wildly what I could do—besides 
hate myself, I mean! 

Even when Cabe wasn’t around Mom 
was nervous and quiet. She got so she 
seemed always to be whispering—making 
sure Jamey and Kathy got to bed before 
he came home at night, always cautioning 
them to stay there, to be quiet. Every week 
she’d slip me some money for some clothes 
or books or something. “Don’t say any- 
thing about this in front of Cabe,” she’d 
whisper. I didn’t question it. I knew she 
sneaked the money out of the housekeeping 
funds. And somehow the cute things I’d 
buy, things I'd yearned for so long and 
thought so important didn’t mean much, 
after all. But I never told Mom. I knew 
she was somehow trying to make it up to 
me. To me! 

At least, somehow, between us, we kept 
the little kids from knowing how wrong 
things were. Mom did spend a lot more 
time with them than she used to, and only 
I seemed to see the desperation in the way 
she kept them away from Cabe. I tried to 
help—even without being exactly sure 
what we were afraid of. Without her ask- 
ing, I’d take them out somewhere weekends 
when he was around. I tramped around 
the zoo and the amusement parks and the 
playgrounds until I thought my legs would 
fall off. Once Kathy said, “Why doesn’t 
anybody speak to us around here, Stella?” 
and I nearly died. I didn’t know why—I 
only knew no one in the neighborhood 
would have anything to do with Cabe—or 
any of us who lived with him. I didn’t want 
to know why. I said evasively, “What do 
we care? We have each other.” And 
struck me how Mom used to say that. Only 
then we had a kind of freedom we didn’t 
have anymore. Maybe you'd call it respect. 

Sure, we had good food and more spend- 
ing money—because Mom scrimped it out. 
Not because Cabe cared! And Mom didn’t 
have to go to work—but Id finally learned 
there were worse things than hard work. 

Without even wondering why, we were 
all scared of Cabe. He never touched us— 
he never spoke to us at all actually. But 
he made it perfectly clear he didn’t like 
noise—or kids. “I’m providin’ a home for 
you kids—but I don’t want nobody else’s 
around here,” he said right in the begin- 
ning. And that was that! And he made 
it perfectly clear right off that nothing was 
to be changed—not inside or outside. He 
wanted the weird overgrown shrubbery left 
that way for “privacy from snoopy neigh- 
bors” and he wanted the inside kept spot- 
less—and that was that! It was like living 
im a morgue—and just as scarey! 

I didn’t have the nerve to complain about 
a thing. I knew I’d been wrong, and I was 
ashamed. But I’d run out of answers. I 
didn’t have any more. All I could do was 
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pray—pray God would understand [ was 
sorry and somehow get us out of it. 

I didn’t see Tom all that time. When we 
left, he’d said, “If you ever want to see me. 
Stella, give me a ring.” Id said of course 
I would—and I'd thought I'd have him tp 
all my parties. Of course I never phoned 
him. I just went through the days and 
nights with a kind of whipped feeling of 
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| churned inside. I wanted Cabe to die— 
[| couldn’t help it. But I knew it was a 
wrong wish, and I was afraid God would 
be so mad he’d punish me even more—or 
Mom. And that was worse—after all I'd 
done! 

The first time I saw Cabe after his sick- 
ness I was shocked at the terrible way he 
Jjooked—shrunken somehow and shaky. 
And his eyes all bloodshot. 

But he didn’t bother us—and we kept 
out of his way. And somehow it didn’t seem 
quite so bad after that. Maybe it was be- 
cause we were getting used to this new 
way of life. Maybe because we hardly saw 
him... . Or because we all cooperated, 
without ever actually talking about it, so 
as to avoid him. Outside of being as lonely 
and unpopular as I was before, the only 
thing that was really so bad was what it 
was doing to Mom. Id lie awake nights 
thinking of ways to tell her how sorry I 
was—but somehow I never could. I was too 
cowardly, too ashamed. I’d think about 
Tom—he never even phoned—and Id think 
about the way we used to kid around, all 
of us, those few precious times we were all 
home at the same time, and I’d cry, just 
thinking how good it had been. Mom— 
Tom—they’d told me and told me, but I’d 
been too selfish and greedy and discon- 
tented because things weren’t easy to listen. 

So we got through the rest of April, and 
we got through May. In June, I began to 
wonder what we'd do all summer—with no 
school and all. I asked Mom if she wanted 
me to get a summer job—or help with the 
kids. Help keep them out of Cabe’s way, 
I meant. She looked at me, distracted and 
helpless, and said she didn’t know. Then, 
a week before school was out, Cabe got 
another attack. 

That first night I said to Mom, “Why 
do you have to be with him? Why can’t 
you get a nurse?” I just couldn’t bear to 
have her closed up with him all that time— 
with him yelling and swearing and throw- 
ing things. 

Mom’s lips thinned and she looked 
straight at me. 
dully. “Cabe’s kept his part of the bargain, 
Stella.” Then, when I didn’t speak, “Hasn’t 
he, Stella?” 

I turned away sickly. I had to admit it. 
Cabe hadn’t promised any of the things 
I'd planned. He had provided a home for 
all of us, hadn’t he? Mom didn’t have to 
go to work. . . . He paid the bills. . . . 
Those were the things he’d offered. He 
needed somebody to keep house for him 
and cook, he’d said. | need a woman. That 
meant care when he was sick. A woman to 
go to bed with. Those were the things he'd 
wanted in exchange. 

So Mom took care of him, and I writhed 
inside, and it was all like before. It had 
been going on for three days when they 
called a special graduation rehearsal for 
the seniors and let the rest of us off early. 
That was how I happened to get home 


“It’s my job,” she said 


at one o'clock that day. I remember how 
I felt as I stepped inside and closed the 
door, as quietly as I could. I was all filled 
with dread and hupelessness and despair. 

Suddenly Cabe’s voice shouted out, “That 
you, Mary?” I stayed very still, not mov- 
ing. Then he yelled again, louder, more 
furious. “You back, Mary? I hear you. 
Get up here!” His voice was all fuzzy and 
he said some other words I can’t write. ... 
I knew Mom must have gone to the store. 
Suddenly, without thinking, I went tearing 
up the stairs. 

“It’s me, Stella.” I said timidly through 
the closed door. ““Mom’s at the store.” 

I heard the sounds of heavy lurching 
footsteps as he moved toward the door. 
Then I heard his breathing. the terrible 
effort he was making—and my heart flut- 
tered in my throat. Then the door was 
open, and his hand was on my arm yank- 
ing me inside. I was too petrified to move 
when I saw him closing the door.... A 
scream bubbled up in my throat but no 
sound came. I felt like I was drowning in 
the smell of nausea and whisky and body 
sweat. I didn’t really see the disorder in 
the room—I couldn’t take my eyes off him 
as he came toward me. looking more like 
an animal than a man. He was in rumpled 
pajamas and a dirty bathrobe. and he 
looked terribly, terribly sick. Only sudden- 
ly T knew he wasn’t sick—he was drunk. 

“Your ma ain’t here.” he blubbered. 
“You'll have to do.” Saliva trickled down 
the corner of his mouth. I tried to talk. to 
scream—but no sound came. There was 
only the pounding of my heart—and the 
knowing I'd die if he touched me. I kept 
backing away, but he was too big—the 
room was too small. Then he did grab me. 
And I didn’t die! I screamed—again and 
again, until his big, fat hand came over 
my mouth. He got me down on the bed, 
and he seemed to be all over me. I heard 
my blouse rip—my skirt. I struggled fran- 
tically, biting him and scratching him. But 
he only laughed—a crazy sound. I'll never. 
ever forget how it felt to be naked. to feel 
his hands and his mouth and his body all 
over me—rough and hurting and sicken- 
ing. I can’t even describe it. I prayed I’d 
7 a 

Neither of us heard or saw Mom come 
in. I gasped when I saw her standing over 
us with the heavy lamp base in her hand. 
Her eyes were like glass. Cabe never did 


see her. She brought the metal lamp down 
on the back of his head—again and again 
and again—until the weight of his body 
fell limply away from me. Then she col- 
lapsed on the floor. I couldn’t move even 
then. I just lay there, a quivering, sobbing, 
pain-ridden mass, so hysterical I had to 
choke and gasp for each breath .. . 


HAT’S HOW the police found us. We 

found out afterwards a magazine sales- 
man had wandered in—Mom hadn’t even 
closed the front door when she came in— 
and heard the terrible commotion. He ran 
to a neighbor’s and phoned the police. I 
just remember that they came, and then 
more men came. [| heard them talking. ex- 
citedly and loudly, but I don’t know what 
they said—even when they seemed to be. 
talking right to me. Then one man stuck 
a needle in my arm, and when I woke up 
again I was in a bed—in a hospital. 

I suppose there were a lot of terrible 
newspaper stories and pictures ... My 
stepfather had tried to rape me, and my 
mother had murdered him. The whole ugly 
mess must have been all over town for 
everyone to gossip about. But I never saw 
the papers—and to this day no one has ever 
mentioned it to us. People are kind—de- 
cent, everyday people, I mean. Not the 
ones like Cabe. 

They were good to me in the hospital, 
and as soon as I was well again. they took 
me to the Juvenile Detention Home, where 
Kathy and Jamey were being taken care of. 
Mom was held in jail. The matron told 
me that. and she said, “But she’s comfort- 
able. Stella. She’s going to be all right. 
Don’t worry about her.” The little kids 
didn’t know it. They were told Mom was 
sick, and while she was getting the care 
she needed, they were staying there. And 
those people were kind to us, too. I tried 
to act normal and hopeful—for Kathy’s 
and Jamey’s sakes. But I guess I don’t 
have to tell you how I felt—about Mom 
and the whole mess. I couldn’t if I tried. 
I prayed all the time for forgiveness—and 
for the chance to somehow make it up to 
Mom. Every awful, selfish, greedy, mean 
thing I’d ever said and done. 

Tom came in to see me once while I was 
there. When they told me he was in the 
waiting room, I wanted to hide. I didn’t 
see how I could face him. But I did. I 


knew there were a lot of things and people 
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I was going to have to face sooner or later, 

He looked a lot older. Maybe it was 
the uniform. He was leaving for Fort Ord 
the next day, he told me. He’d be gone 
two years. 

“It’s too bad,” I said, “to have to post. 
pone your schooling two more years,” 
Neither one of us looked right at each 
other—and neither one of us mentioned any 
part of the sordid mess. 

“But it’s just as well,” he said cheer- 
fully. “When I get out, I'll be able to fin- 
ish that much sooner on my G.I.” And 
then he said his allotment would cover the 
extra expenses of good care for his father, 
He was so good. When he said that [| 
couldn’t help thinking how lucky his father 
was to have a son like Tom—how unfair for 
Mom to have had a daughter like me. 

He didn’t stay long. When he left he 
said, “If you want to write or anything— 
well, you could ask my dad . . . He'll al- 
ways know where to reach me.” 

Then he was gone. Tom—clean, good, 
wise—the boy who’d loved me so much, 
who'd talked about the day we’d be mar- 
ried .. . He hadn’t said anything about 
that. He hadn’t even said he’d write. But 
he had said I could. Just his being willing 
to speak to me was more than I deserved. 

The trial came up in July. It didn’t last 
long. Of course I had to testify. The first 
time I saw Mom I hardly recognized her. 
She looked so thin, so old, so frozen. She 
was acquitted like everybody said she’d be. 
That afternoon she said to me, “The lawyer 
says there was only an old will leaving 
everything to a cousin in the old country. 
He wants to take it to court—he thinks we 
should have the money.” She waited, but 
I didn’t know what to say. “Stella,” she 
said pleadingly, “I don’t want any of his 
money. I don’t see how—” She covered 
her face with her hands. 

I put my arms around her. “We don’t 
want it, Mom. We'll get along.” Then I 
began to cry too. “Oh, Mom, I’m so sorry— 
so terribly sorry. I'll make it up to you.” 

She straightened up then and tried to 
smile. She said then we’d never speak of 
it again. It wasn’t my fault. It was up to 
her to make her own decisions—and she’d 
made a wrong one. But I wasn’t to blame 
myself. 

Well, I can’t agree with her. I know it 
was my fault—because Mom loved me. And 
I took advantage of it. I let her feel she 
owed it to us to do whatever she could do 
to give us more things. But we don’t talk 
about it. 

It’s almost September now—almost time 
for me to go back to school for my last 
year. I dread it—but I'll be so busy doing 
all the things I can to help Mom and to 
help the kids and to generally make things 
easier for everybody that I won’t care who 
snubs me .. . I wrote Tom last night. It 
was easier to tell him in a letter all the 
things that were in my heart—how sorry 
I am... How different I am now. May- 
be someday I’ll see him again and have 
another chance. 





THE END 
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I Bore A Madman’s Child 


(Continued from Page 31) 


my family doctor confirmed the suspicions 
that were racking my soul. Dr. Toliver’s 
fndings proved that I was a month preg- 
nant, proved that I was destined to carry 
arapist’s baby within my body. 

“How can this be?” I sobbed, “how is 
this possible?” How can I be pregnant 
Dr. Toliver? They took care of me in that 
Chicago hospital! I thought they—” 

Dr. Toliver was calm as he interrupted 
me in his ever fatherly way, then led me 
to a comfortable seat by his desk. He sat 
down, stuffed tobacco into a deep-bowled 
pipe and lit it. 

“Ann, I brought you into this world and 
there’s nothing in this world I wouldn’t do 
to make you healthy and happy.” 

“But Dr. Toliver,” I blurted out, “how 
can anybody ever be happy after this. How 
can I go on? To be raped is awful, but 
now this. Why didn’t they prevent this? 
How could trained physicians with all the 
scientific know-how at their finger-tips per- 
mit me to become pregnant?” 

“Tt’s not their fault, Ann. It’s the law— 
and no honest physician runs afoul of the 
law. No good physician breaks the law.” 
He puffed quietly on his pipe, then turned 
to me again. 

“Beyond medical evidence 
that the crime has been committed and 
treating you for any type of injury you 
may have sustained, the hospital authori- 
ties had no jurisdiction.” 

“But Dr. Toliver,” I cried, 
has to do something. Somebody has to help 
me. I can’t bear a rapist’s child. I just 
can’t have this baby. You have to do some- 
thing Dr. Toliver. You alone can help me!” 

Dr. Toliver rose from his seat and walked 
across the room to the window. The slant- 
ing rays of the late afternoon sun gave his 
thin white hair a halo effect and put a 


gathering 


“somebody 


golden edge on the outline of his silhou- 
etted figure. He didn’t turn as he spoke: 
“I couldn’t do it, Ann. Never in all my 


years of practice have I knowingly taken 
a life—and this, my girl, involves a life. 
My religious teachings, the law, profession- 
al ethics, and my personal scruples all 
argue against this practice, Ann.” 

He turned, walked back across the room 
and placed his hand gently on my head as 
I sat sobbing, my face buried in my hands. 

“This being has nothing to do with the 
brutal method of its conception, and we 
have no more of a right to deprive it of 
a chance to live.” 

Dr. Toliver returned to his seat, still 
puffing heavily on his pipe: 

“You are nervous and upset now, Ann, 
but later, when you've talked this over with 
Joel, your priest, and your parents, you 
can make a better decision. Remember, 


your religion is mine, and we both live and 
abide by the laws of God and man—and 
both dictate that we must live and let live.” 

Dr. Toliver’s words pounded into my ears 
and burned through my mind, striking 
home with the impact of sledge-hammer 
blows. Again I could feel the deep, dark 
I could feel the 
strength ebbing from my legs and body. I 
slipped from the chair and crumbled to the 
floor of Dr. Toliver’s tiny office. 


well swallowing me up. 


AS SOON as he learned of my condition 
“~™ Joel came flying to my side, and he was 
as adamant as was Dr. Toliver against my 
submitting to an abortion. 

His handsome young face was lined with 
seriousness as he swore by his convictions: 

“T’]] never permit you to do such a thing, 
Ann. It’s not just the legal and moral 
aspects that run counter to my beliefs, it’s 
also the matter of your own health and 
mental welfare. The only way I’d permit 
such an operation would be if your life 
were in danger.” 

“But Joel.” I argued, “this it not our 
child. We don’t know what kind of a child 
it will be. Could we live knowing the child 
I bore is a symbol of a terrible crime? 
Must I bear a child that I may be destined 
to hate for the rest of my life? Dr. Toliver 
himself said the child must have an even 
chance to live and grow up under normal 
Yet, it be 
bring a child into a hostile world. To me 
it would be a constant reminder of that 


circumstances. would fair to 


frightful night.” 

Even as I spoke I could feel the early 
nausea of pregnancy growing within me, 
and briefly I felt the same sickening help- 
lessness I felt that night as the sex fiend 
hovered over my prone, defenseless body. 

“Joel, this pregnancy will be a living 
death. 
within my body I'll never forget—its every 
palpitation that 
dreadful man. What shall we do, Joel, how 
can God be so cruel,” I cried. 

Joel crushed me to him, his strong arms 


As long as this child is moving 


will be a reminder of 


made me feel safer and more secure. 
“Don’t worry, Baby,” he consoled, “every- 
thing will be all right. This is a storm in 
our lives. When this storm has passed we’ll 
We must be 
careful not to make mistakes today that 


still have our lives before us. 


will mark and mar our tomorrows.” 

Joel stopped talking and kissed me ten- 
derly. 

“You see, we can’t have anything hap- 
pening to you. I know about abortions. 
My Aunt Minnie had one—a legal abortion 
because pregnancy was threatening her life. 
Medical said that she wouldn’t 
have even survived a Caesarian section. 
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\nyhow, it was the abortion that eventu- 
ally killed her. It was horrible—a tortur- 
ously slow death that eventually forced 
her to commit suicide.” 

Joel turned and walked to the window 
at the far side of the bedroom, opened the 
drapes and looked out into the moonlit 


Louisiana sky, as if he were praying to God 
for strength to conquer the monumental 
problem facing us. 


[ walked to his side, and as he slipped 
his arm about my waist and looked down 
I could see the tears welling up in his eyes 
and trickle slowly down his cheeks. 

“You see, Baby, regardless of what 
happens we must keep you healthy,” his 
voice choked up. “We—we must keep you 
healthy for our own family.” Then, as if 
in afterthought, he added: 

“Tomorrow we'll go talk with Father 
Carmichel.” 

Father Carmichel was a tall, hawk-faced, 
golden-hearted Irishman, whose admiration 
for Joel was enhanced by the fact that in 
the past they frequently played tennis on 
the parish courts, and the less-known fact 
that he had an inordinate affection for jet 
planes. 

The pleasant-faced priest, ever-thought- 


ful, ever-helpful, softened the serious tone 
of our visit with his gentle line of patter 
with Joel as he ushered us from the court- 
yard towards his quiet study. 


“How’s your game, Joel? Did you ever 
develop a forehand to match that tremen- 
dous backhand?” 

Joel chuckled softly: 

“Afraid not, Father Carmichel. You al- 


ways said I was a backwards player—mas- 
tering the more difficult aspects of the game 
first and neglecting the fundamentals. It’s 


really funny. The guys at the base call me 


the inverted player. When they see my 
forehand, they play me for a chump, but 
I kill them with my backhand.” 


Both 
chuckled. 

“What about those jets, Joel, how do you 
like them by now?” 

Father Carmichel’s intense blue eyes lit 
up as he looked expectantly at Joel. 

“Oh, they’re terrific,” Joel answered ex- 
citedly. “Really, the jet’s the last word in 


Joel and Father Carmichel 


mechanized flight. You know, space is an 
awe-inspiring thing—man never ceases to 


wonder at the vastness and mystery of 
space, but, somehow, while ripping through 
space in one of those ships, one gets the 
feeling that maybe someday man’ll unlock 
some of the hidden mysteries of God’s 
creation.” 

“You're finding a lot of Godliness up 
there aren’t you Joel?” 

“That’s right, Father,” Joel answered 
thoughtfully. “Somehow, when I’m up 
there soaring among the clouds I feel closer 
to a higher being. I don’t think an airman 
ever forgets that—regardless what he may 
be on € arth.” 

“Ever think of staying in?” Father Car- 
michel queried. 

“I don’t know,” Joel answered slowly. 
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“They need us, in fact they’re begging us 
to stay in. You know I love flying, I could 
make it a career, but right now we have 
more pressing problems.” 

Inside the richly-furnished study, Father 
Carmichel came to immediate grips with 
the problem confronting us: 

“T had hoped you would come here like 
this,” he confided. “I prayed that in a 
crisis as unique and horrible as this that 
you'd seek the guidance of a higher being. 
I prayed that in this period of unusually 
cruel stress and turmoil you’d both look to 
God for deliverance.” 


N THE discussion that followed, Father 

Carmichel pointed out that despite the 
tragedy that had befallen us, there was no 
need for despairing in a situation that could 
not be undone. 

“You might have been killed or fright- 
fully mutilated,” he solemnly warned me. 
You might have been infected with a terri- 
ble disease,” he added. “At least these 
things you’ve escaped. For this you must 
be thankful.” 

“However, the next few months are criti- 
cal ones.” His intense blue eyes were still 
focused in mine. 

“If you are to overcome this problem 
without developing mental and emotional 
attitudes that could eventually ruin both 
your lives, you must develop proper atti- 
tudes during the prenatal period.” 

“You must not think of this being moving 
within your body as a fiend’s child. It is 
partly your child. It is part of your own 
body—it is an integral part of you that 
needs food, care, protection, and a certain 
amount of love. You must give it the same 
chance for life you’ll eventually give to the 
children Joel will father.” 

Then, turning to Joel, he added: 

“We've talked before on this, Joel, and, 
knowing you, I don’t think I'll have to tell 
you of the role you'll play in this critical 
period of Ann’s pregnancy. I know how 
much you love your wife, and I know you'll 
always do the things a husband should.” 

Then Father Carmichel provided the key 
that unlocked the case: 

“You both realize by now that I’ve 
studied this problem long and seriously. 
I’ve left no stone unturned in the investiga- 
tion of both its legal and moral aspects.” 

Father Carmichel opened the top drawer 
of his desk, picked up a golden cigarette 
holder, snapped open the lid and offered 
me, and then Joel, a cigarette, which we 
both refused. 

“Do you mind if I have one?” 

“Certainly not,” Joel answered, smiling. 

Father Carmichel withdrew a cigarette 
from the case, put it into his mouth then 
applied fire from the lighter built into the 
top end of the case, then spoke again: 

“T cannot tell you what to do in a situa- 
tion like this. The final decision in a mat- 
ter such as this can only be made by you. 
I have no control over your legal matters, 
but as your religious advisor I feel it is my 
duty to help wherever I think I can. Con- 


sequently, I don’t feel that I’m abusing my 
authority by suggesting legal adoption as 
the best solution to this problem.” 

Father Carmichel surveyed us silently 
as he took a long draught on his cigarette. 

“I’m in constant contact with our Eagt 
Coast adoption agencies, and if you should 
desire to offer the child for adoption [lj 
make immediate arrangements, within the 
laws of the states concerned and within 
the laws of the church.” 

Father Carmichel left his seat, walked 
to a large painting of the “Madonna and 
the Child” hanging from the nearby wall, 
Pausing before the famed artwork he 
studied it reverently, then turned to us, 

“Of course,” he warned, “you know 
neither of you would ever see the child, 
The baby will be taken from you immedi. 
ately upon delivery.” 

Father Carmichel left us at the gateway 
to the courtyard, where he had greeted us 
just three hours previously. 

We left with his blessings, and a cheery, 
unpriestlike: 

“Remember, keep your noses up in the 
blue!” 

We both laughed. And I felt relieved for 
the first time in three grueling heart-tearing 
months. Father Carmichel’s homey Irish 
philosophy was already having a thera- 
peutic effect on me. 

By the time Joel’s three-month period of 
reserve duty ended we had already made 
plans for our new life. 

We decided to give in to Joel’s secret 
ambition to remain in the Air Force and 
fly his beloved jets. He got an automatic 
promotion to a first lieutenancy and was 
assigned to an interceptor squadron sta- 
tioned at a huge California air base. And 
I spent the remaining months of my strange 
pregnancy in the idyllic setting afforded by 
the dream cottage Joel rented on a bluff 
overlooking the enchanting blue Pacific. 

Father Carmichel’s admonitions worked 
like charms. As my pregnancy moved on 
to the climatic days, my bitterness had di- 
minished, along with the torturesome fears 
and beliefs that had hounded me in its 
earlier days. 

It was like being suddenly moved into 
another world and another life—a health- 
ier, happier world, full of the affection and 
love that only a man like Joel is capable 
of giving. 

The child—the child that neither Joel 
nor I were destined ever to see—was de- 
livered at the base hospital, and Father 
Carmichel was there to offer his blessings, 
and to personally see that it got a proper 
start in life. 

Three days later I was out of the hos 
pital, healthy, hardy, and ecstatically hap- 
py. Joel was humming a soft tune as he 
skillfully guided our little car around the 
hairpin turns and up the long slanting 
mountain road to our cottage. 

“What’s the rush, honey,” I kidded. 

“I’m anxious to get us back to our castle 
in the sky,” he answered. “Back to our 
home, where someday soon we'll start 4 
family of our own!” THE END 
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Winner Take All 


(Continued from Page 14) 


Pretty soon, the low lights, soft music 
and straight scotch-on-the-rocks treatment 
began to work, and Cathy and I were get- 
ting real cuddly. When I kissed her, she 
kissed back like it was going out of style. 
From there on, it wasn’t difficult to maneu- 
yer her into the bedroom. 

Oh, she had some arguments: “Steve, 
please, we’ve hardly met,” she said. 

“There’s no faster wavy on earth to get ac- 
quainted,” I told her. 

Then, at the crucial moment, she looked 
up at me, her black eyes wide open. “Steve, 
[_I’ve never done anything like this be- 
fore.” 

I stared back at her, taken by surprise 
for a moment. “Then I’m glad you found 
the right kind of man in time,” I said 
finally, and reached down and gently 
slipped the tape recorder plug into the 
socket. 


‘6 DON’T believe it. I just don’t believe 
it,” Joe Williams said the next morn- 
ing when I told him I had the tape. 

“There’s a recorder in the boss’ office,” 
I said. “We'll get Bennie and Morris and 
borrow it at lunch time.” 

But somehow, in the cold light of a new 
day, I wasn’t as happy about the whole 
deal as I thought I should be. I kept 
glancing over at Cathy and thinking how 
good she looked and how the guys would 
be giving her the old “We-know-what- 
you’ve-been-doing” look after they heard 
the tape. Somehow. I didn’t like the idea. 

Once, Cathy caught me looking at her 
and she gave me that sidelong glance of 
hers, fluttering her eyelashes. “Hi, Steve,” 
the silver bells in her voice said. 

I just kind of gulped, like I did the first 
day I saw her. She was a nice kid, I 
thought. All she needed was a little love. 

When Joe and Morris and Bennie came 
to me at lunch time and asked about the 
tape, I stalled. 

“C’mon, Steve, there’s fifteen bucks at 
stake, you know,” Joe said. 

“Yeah, I know,” I told him. 

“Well, c’mon, boy, let’s hear the tape,” 
Morris demanded. 

“Look, I lied about it.” I snapped sud- 
denly. “I was just kidding with Joe.” 

“Oh, for Pete’s sake,” Bennie said. 

“You didn’t sound like you were kid- 
ding,” Joe complained. 

“Okay, but just remember,” Morris said, 
“you’ve only got one more day.” 

“Yeah, I know,” I said. “C’mon, let’s get 
some lunch.” 

All afternoon I struggled with my con- 
science. This was enough to cause me some 
extra worry, because I had never been 
aware of having a conscience before. But 


Cathy was just too nice a girl to play such 
a dirty trick on, wasn’t she? Even for fif- 
teen bucks? 

It was getting so bad, the feeling I had 


Yeah, even for fifteen bucks. 


about her, that I was beginning not to trust 
myself. After all, maybe this was how it 
happened to Joe Williams, marriage I 
mean. Maybe it just slipped up on you. 

I avoided Cathy after work that day and 
spent the evening at home alone—thinking, 
mostly about her. 

The next morning I called a conference 
with Joe and Morris and Bennie. “Here it 
is.” I said. “Five bucks apiece. I didn’t 
make it.” I turned and walked away be- 
fore they could ask any questions. 

The next three days weren’t easy ones. 
I didn’t date any girls, I didn’t drink much 
and I was in bed every night before mid- 
night. I had it bad. What was worse, I 
could close my eyes and still feel the lush 
warmness of her lips or hear the sound of 
Cathy’s voice. I thought about how nice it 
would be to hear those silver bells tinkling 
around my place at all hours of the day 
and night. Yeah, I guess I was about ready 
for the preacher. 

I looked at my watch—it was eleven- 
thirty. I crawled out of bed and started 
putting on my pants. I guessed this was the 
way it was when you were in love. Here I 
was getting dressed to go get a girl at 
nearly midnight. Usually, I was sending 
one home in a cab about now. 

I didn’t lose any time driving to the 
YWCA, and the woman on the desk 
thought I was a little wacky. 

“What do you mean, she’s not in,” I de- 
manded. “She’s got to be in.” 

“I’m sorry, sir,” she insisted, “but Miss 
Thompson’s room doesn’t answer.” 


“Okay, okay,” I said, and stomped out. 
This was a fine how-do-you-do. A guy 
comes out in the middle of the night to tell 
a girl he loves her, and she isn’t even at 
home. I got in my car and drove back to 
my apartment. 

I saw Cathy the first thing the next 
morning. “I’m sorry I wasn’t in, Steve,” 
she apologized when I told her I had been 
looking for her. “I was at a movie with one 
of the girls.” 

“Tt’s okay,” I said. “But I want to talk 
to you later. Let’s make lunch together.” 

“Alright,” she smiled, and my heart did 
a couple of inside loops before taking off 
for the moon. 

Just before lunch, Morris came over and 
said: “Hey, Steve, didn’t I see your car 
pulling away from the YWCA a little after 
midnight last night?” 

“Might have,” I said. “I was there.” If 
there was anybody I didn’t want to be 
bothered with while I was thinking good 
thoughts, it was Morris. 

“T thought it was you,” he went on. “I 
was bringing Cathy home at the time.” 

“You—you were out with Cathy?” I 
asked. 

“Yeah,” Morris said. “I didn’t make 
any bets on myself, like some people I 
know, but if you want to, at lunch come on 
in the boss’ office with Bennie and Joe and 
I'll play my tape.” 

“You mean—you and Cathy—” I stam- 
mered. 

Morris winked at me. 
hear. It'll curl your ears.” 

“Yeah,” I said, feeling a little sick in 
my stomach. “I'll bet.” 

“And Steve,” Morris whispered as he 
started to walk away, “it was her first 


“Wait “til you 


time.” 
I got up from my desk and headed for 
the men’s room. I knew I was going to be 


sick. THE END 
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The Sin I Paid For Twice 


(Continued from Page 21) 


late from work and I would spend the time 
they were away down at the corner drug 
store, where all the kids hung out. 

I'd put on my tightest sweater and skirt, 
and smear my lips with lipstick. I even 
started to smoke when I decided it would 
make me appear older than I was. The 
night Jerry noticed me I felt like a real 
grown-up woman. He was with some of his 
friends when he came into the drug store. 

“Say, aren’t you Tina?” Jerry asked, 
coming over to the counter where I sat 
sipping a coke. 

“Don’t tell me you remember me,” I 
smiled. 

He let his gaze roam over me. “You're a 
big girl now,” he said. “Last time I saw 
you, you were just a kid. Where’ve you 
been all this time?” 

“Oh, I’ve been around,” I told him. gaz- 
ing up at him from under my lashes. It was 
one of the tricks I’d been practicing in 
front of my mirror. I thought it made me 
more interesting and attractive to the boys. 
My trick worked on Jerry because when his 
friends started to leave he said, “Later, fel- 
lows. I’ve got some talk for Tina.” 

I felt real grown-up as Jerry walked me 
home that evening. We sat on the front 
steps talking until I saw my mother coming 
down the street. I ran to meet her. “Thanks, 
honey.” she said in a weary voice as I took 
the heavy shopping bag she carried. [| fell 
in step beside her. 

“Isn’t that the Hogan boy?” Mom asked. 

I looked toward the house. Jerry was 
half-way down the block, walking away 
from us. “He didn’t say goodbye,” I 
wailed. 

My mother eyed me closely. “I don’t 
want you to get too friendly with that boy, 
Tina,” she warned. “I heard that—well, you 
just stay away from him.” 

“Aw, Mom, I’m not a baby any more. 
I’ve got to have some friends, don’t 1?” 

“You heard me, young lady!” 

I heard her, but I paid no attention. Soon 
I was going steady with Jerry, and for me 
he was the only boy in the world. At first, 
we'd just hold hands while we sat out on 
the steps, and Jerry would leave when it 
was about time for Mom to come home. 
I knew the neighbors gossiped about us, 
but we were always out there in plain sight 
and we weren’t doing anything wrong. 

One hot summer evening, Jerry sug- 
gested we go upstairs. 

“You could make something cold to 
drink,” he said, “and we’d be a lot more 
comfortable than down here on these hard 
old steps.” 

“T don’t know, honey,” I said doubtfully. 
“Mom would have a natural fit if she ever 
found out.” 


“Well, if that’s the way you feel about 
it, forget it,” he said angrily. 

“It’s not me, Jerry. It’s my folk. | 
can’t—” I saw the angry look in his eyes 
and my resolve melted. “Okay,” I said, 
my heart pounding wildly, “we'll go up. 
But just for a minute, hear?” 

That’s the way it started. Sure, it was a 
lot nicer sitting close to Jerry, talking and 
sipping the lemonade I made for us. We 
even did a little necking. But it wasn’t long 
before Jerry began to go farther than that, 
He was just teasing, I told myself, and I'd 
laugh and slap away his hand when he got 
fresh. 

Finally, it got to the point where he 
would slip his arm around me and I’d rest 
my head against his shoulder. Then I'd 
close my eyes and pretend that Jerry and I 
were really grown-up and married to each 
other. The touch of his fingers, warm and 
feathery along my skin, would send a thrill 
racing through me. But the strange emo- 
tions his caress aroused frightened me and 
I would squirm away. 

“Naughty, naughty!” I’d scold lightly, 
although I'd be trembling like a leaf. 

A little later, he’d try again to get inti- 
mate. And each time I’d find it harder to 
call a halt. 

And all the time, when I was away from 
him, alone in my room, I’d be practicing 
how to make him crazy about me. I'd stand 
in front of the mirror and go through the 
motions of an actress I’d seen in a movie 
or practice acting like the girl in some 
novel I’d read. I rehearsed how to look at 
him from under my eyelashes, daring him 
to come closer. I knew how to pin my skirt 
tight around my hips and tuck in my blouse 
to make my budding breasts stand out. 

Then, one day, Jerry showed up with a 
bottle of wine. He waved away my objec- 
tions as he poured it into the lemonade. 

“What’re you getting excited about,” he 
said. “I’m just making some punch with 
a little kick to it.” 

And after I’d taken a sip of the “pink 
lemonade,” I had to admit that I could taste 
no difference. But I felt the difference. 

It was about four in the afterr.oon and 
Jerry was teasing me in his usual manner. 
But this time, I felt completely relaxed and 
didn’t even try to stop his wandering hands. 
Suddenly, it hit me. I grew dizzy and 
light-headed and all of a sudden I didn't 
want Jerry to stop holding me in his arms. 

Our kisses grew hungrier and we pressed 
close together. Jerry was feeling the effects 
of the wine as much as I was. “No more 
teasin’, baby,” he mumbled. “This is for 
real!” 

And it was for real. 
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FTERWARDS, I was so ashamed of my- 

self that I chased him out of the house 
and threw myself across my bed, sobbing 
bitterly. When she came home that night, 
Mom noticed that something was wrong. 
But when I told her it was nothing, she was 
too tired to question me further. 

I didn’t see Jerry the rest of the week. 
But the next week, when he came around 
I was so glad to see him that I invited him 
up. The horrible memory of that afternoon 
together had vanished. Besides, I told my- 
self that when two people were in love, 
there was nothing wrong in whatever they 
did. 

The next time Jerry made love to me, it 
was easier for him to break down my re- 
sistance. 

I don’t pretend that I didn’t know I was 
going against everything Mom had taught 
me about right and wrong. And I’m not 
trying to shift the blame because I couldn’t 
talk with my mother about the problem I 
faced. Mom was one of those old-fashioned 
mothers who can’t talk to their daughters 
about the “facts of life.” All I knew on this 
important subject was what little I’d picked 
up from kids my own age. Also, because 
she was away working so much of the time, 
Mom and I never really were close enough 
to talk about anything. 

So I went along, knowing in my heart 
that Jerry and I were playing with fire. I 
trusted him, and that, I suppose, was the 
real reason I gave in to him. 

Then, one night Mom came home raging 
mad, and before she even spoke to me I 
knew somehow she’d found out about Jerry 
and me. 

“All right, Miss Lady,” she said grimly, 
dropping her shopping bag on the kitchen 
floor, “what’s all this that’s been going on 
behind my back?” 

“I—I don’t know what you mean. I 
haven’t done anything, honest, Mom.” 

She stood glaring at me with her hands 
on her hips. I’d never seen Mom so angry. 
“Don’t lie to me!” she shouted. “Your 
father and I are out there working our fin- 
gers to the bone for you, and you lay 
around with some no-good jitterbug. All 
he’s going to do is mess up your life and 
give you a belly full of babies!” 

I was so shocked and angry at whoever 
tattled on Jerry and me that I could only 
cry helplessly. 

That night, I was kept in the house. After 
dinner, I could hear my parents and my 
brother talking in the kitchen as I lay on 
my bed. Every now and then their voices 
would rise angrily. Once, I heard my 
brother say loudly, “Damn right he’ll do it! 
We could have him put under the jail for 
messing around with a girl Tina’s age!” 

The next morning, Mom didn’t go to 
work as usual. She stayed in the house 
keeping a close watch on me. There was 
no way for me to warn Jerry not to come 
by. Then, at noon, both my father and my 
brother came home from work. All three 
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of them had it timed so they’d be there 
when Jerry arrived. 

\bout one o’clock, Jerry ran up the steps 
and knocked three times on the door. 

Open it,” my mother commanded. 

Hesitantly, I opened the door and Jerry 
breezed in. 

“Hi, baby,” he said, reaching out to take 
me in his arms. 

\t that moment he saw my mother stand- 
ing across the room. He turned to run out, 
brother slammed the door and 
leaned up against it with his arms folded. 

“You ain’t goin’ nowhere, Lover Boy,” 
my brother sneered. 

Jerry’s eyes narrowed and he turned on 
me accusingly. 

‘What is this? 
manded. 

Jerry, I had nothing to do with it,” I 
cried 

“She’s right,” said my father, coming 
into the room. “But we’ve got a lot to do 
with it. You had your fun, now you’re go- 
to marry my daughter.” 

Varry her?” Jerry’s jaw dropped in as- 
tonishment. 

My heart did a flip-flop and I glanced at 
my father to see if he was serious. He was. 
[ had often imagined myself married to 
Jerry, but I never expected it to happen. 
Now it was happening, but the look on Jer- 
ry’s face told me that it was the last thing 
in the world he wanted. 

Like hell I will!” he grated, and took 
step towards the door. 

“You ruined my daughter, and you'll 
marry her,”’ Mom screamed. “Oh, yes, you'll 
marry her!” 

Vy brother pounded a big fist into one 
“But first, let me work him over. 
I’m going to teach this joker not to go 
around messing with young girls.” 

No, Hal, no!” I cried, and jumped in 
front of Jerry. 

My brother glared at Jerry a while, then 
grinned slowly. “Okay, Sis,” he said final- 
ly. “I wouldn’t want the bridegroom to 
show up with a black eye and bloody nose.” 

Now I knew what my family had been 
plotting in the kitchen the night before. 
They’d decided that Jerry and I would get 
married and there was nothing either one of 
us could do about it. 

Jerry roughly shoved me away. Mom 
put her arm around my shoulder and led 
me into my room. Gradually, the argument 
outside died down and things must have 
been settled because shortly afterwards, 
they let Jerry go. 


but my 


A frameup?” he de- 


ing 


palm 


it WASN’T the kind of wedding a girl 

dreams about. The following week, my 
family marched Jerry and me down to city 
hall and filled out the necessary papers to 
get the license, since I was under age. A 
of the peace married us. Jerry’s 
folk were so angry with him when they 
found out that they told Mom and Dad that 
66 


iust > 
justice 


they were letting Jerry off easy. But they 
didn’t come to the wedding. 

However, Jerry’s folk did chip in with 
mine to help us get started. They found 
us a tiny two-room apartment and paid a 
month’s rent. Jerry’s father got him a job 
at the plant where he worked. “You're a 
family man now, boy,” Mr. Hogan said. 
“From now on, you take care of yourse!f 
and your wife.” 

Neither Jerry nor I was ready for the 
responsibilities that were suddenly dumped 
on us, although I must say that he did a 
little better than I—at first. We were just 
two kids playing house. As far as keeping 
the house and cooking meals. I had no 
trouble. But the day-to-day problems that 
inevitably arise when two people live to- 
gether were more then I could handle. 

Only after a few weeks, when his anger 
died down, did Jerry become a real hus- 





Dreams 


Dreams are made of tinted stuff 

All sparkly and bright, 

But dreams, my dear, are not 
enough 

Make them real tonight. 


—Maupe HArRGET 





band to me. Whatever the strains and mis- 
understandings of the day, at night we 
found happiness in each other’s arms. Then 
I was truly happy because we had nothing 
to be ashamed of. 

But on weekends, I’d be left alone while 
Jerry went out with the fellows. I asked 
him to take me along, pointing out that 
there were girls in the bunch he hung 
around with. 

“You'll stay home where you belong,” he 
told me. “I won’t have my wife running 
around with that gang.” 

“But you’re with them, Jerry,” I in- 
sisted. 

“That’s different. 
hotly. 

So I'd sit at home waiting for him to 
come back. If I complained, he’d remind 
me how well off I was. It wasn’t long be- 
fore I noticed that whenever anything went 
wrong, or when he was feeling bad, Jerry 
would blame me. But I was so glad to be 
with him that I just pressed my lips to- 
gether and said nothing. 

A month after we were married, I learned 
I was pregnant. Instead of being happy 
about it, Jerry complained bitterly about 
the added burden. 

“Now I'll have three mouths to feed,” 
he growled. 

I was disappointed at the way he took 


I’m a man,” he said 


the news, but again, I said nothing. He’d 
feel differently after the baby came, I told 
myself. 

But I was wrong about that. Jerry began 
to run around more and more, and I never 
knew where he was or when he’d be home. 
And all the time he was complaining— 
about the extra bills, about being “tied 
down,” and about practically everything 
about our marriage. 


WHEN THE BABY CAME, Jerry was 

off with some of his buddies and didn’t 
even come to the hospital until the next 
day. “He wasn’t even here when the baby 
was born,” I sobbed to my mother when she 
visited me. 

“T hate to say ‘I told you so’, but that’s 
part of your punishment,” she said grimly, 
“You sinned, and now you're paying for 
eg 

“But what about Jerry?” I wanted to 
know. “He’s just as much to blame as | 
am.” 

Mom shook her head sadly. “Doesn't 
make much difference what he did then or 
does now. He’s a man.” 

That seemed to settle it as far as she was 
concerned, but I still wasn’t convinced that 
everything was my fault and that I should 
shoulder all the blame. I did a lot of think. 
ing as I lay there in the hospital, but I 
didn’t reach any conclusions. All I knew 
was that my daughter would have it better 
than I. 

When Sharon and I got home from the 
hospital, things were even worse than I re- 
Jerry had done absolutely 
nothing to keep the house up, and there 
wasn’t a bit of food in the kitchen. When 
I asked Jerry to go to the store for food, 
he sulked around the house for the longest 
time before he finally did as I asked. 

The baby was hungry and crying and I 
was upset, but still I kept my mouth shut. 

But things grew unbearable. I never 
had any money to run the house and the 
baby needed things, yet Jerry never gave 
me any money. It wasn’t because he didn’t 
have it. He seemed to have plenty to buy 
beer for his pals and play poker on Satur- 
day nights. 

Things came to a head one night when 
he staggered home late, waking the baby 
up with his banging around the house. He 
hit the ceiling when I asked him to rock 
Sharon back to sleep. “That’s your job,” 
he declared. “I’m no nurse maid.” 

I guess I was more fed up than I realized, 
because for the first time, I yelled back at 
him. “I’m not a nurse maid, either,” I said. 
“I’m the baby’s mother. You’re her father 
and—” 

“That what you cay,” he sneered. “You 
and that damned family of yours.” 

Anger leaped up in me. “What was 
that?” I demanded. 

“You heard me,” he said. “They made 


membered. 








did 
mar 
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me marry you, but they can’t prove that 
brat’s mine.” 

I stared at him, speechless. He slumped 
jnto a chair and pulled a bottle from his 
pocket. 

“How can you even say such a thing?” I 
fnally managed to gasp. “No one ever 
touched me except you.” 

“I don’t know that,” he said drunkenly. 
“I know what you did with me, and I can’t 
swear I was the first one.” 

Suddenly I saw red. All those things 
Mom had said about taking my punishment 
without complaining didn’t mean a thing 
any more. All the resentment that had 
been building up for weeks and months 
came pouring out. 

“Why you dirty-minded—” I couldn’t 
think of anything ‘ow enough. I grabbed 
up the broom and swung it. The broom 
hit the bottle, smashing it to the floor. On 
the next swing, I hit him up side the head 
and sent him sprawling. All the while I 
was screaming, giving vent to my resent- 
ment of all the insults I’d swallowed, the 
snide remarks I’d overlooked. 

“Don’t you ever say a thing like that to 
me, Jerry Hogan,” I raged. “Whatever I 
did it was because of you. You're the first 
man I ever let touch me and now I wish 
I’d never seen you! 

“You get up from there and rock that 
baby to sleep! Do you hear me? She’s 
yours just as much as mine. and I’m tired 
of being dogged around. If you were any 
kind of man you’d be proud to have a kid 
like that.” 

I don’t know how long I beat on him, 
yelling and screaming. And I'll never know 
why he didn’t jump up and take that broom 
away from me. I guess it was because he 
was taken so by surprise. The very idea 
of mousy little me striking back at him 
was enough to shock him into inaction. 

Finally, when my arms got too tired to 
lift the broom and my throat ached from 
the yelling, I dropped to the floor, crying 
bitterly. Jerry rubbed his hand over his 
face a couple of times. then got to his feet. 
He came over to me and stood there a mo- 
ment. 

“Tina—I’m sorry, 
sorry...” 

Then he went into the bedroom and 
picked up our daughter. He held her ten- 
derly as he rocked her to sleep. even hum- 
ming a tune to her. 

I finally pulled myself erect and started 
cleaning up the mess made by the broken 
whiskey bottle. But Jerry put down the 
baby and took the broom from me. 

“Tll do that,” he said with a tenderness 
I didn’t know he possessed. 

I smiled gratefully. 

Then, with a twinkle in his eye, he added, 
“It’s dangerous to let you have this thing. 
Girl, you did more things with a broom 
tonight than the law allows!” 

We had a good laugh at that, and some- 
how, I knew that whatever mistakes we had 
made, from then on we’d work them out 
together. THE END 


” he faltered. “I’m 
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Tied To Him Forever 


(Continued from Page 26) 


After Verna spoke, it seemed that all the 
girls were gazing at me with pity in their 
eyes. I couldn’t stand it. 

“Don’t waste your pity on me, girls,” I 
said, forcing a smile. “I’ve found him at 
last.” 

Rosie squealed in delight. “Hattie, you 
don’t mean it!” 

“I’m so happy for you,” said Joan, put- 
ting her arm around me. 

Verna sniffed suspiciously. “And just 
who is the lucky man, Hattie?” she asked, 
her voice dripping with sweetness. 

I was sorry the moment I’d told the little 
white lie, but it was too late to back down 
now. I had to go through with my bluff. 
Quickly, I searched my memory for a suit- 
able “Fiance.” 

Tom was out. He and I had decided to 
end our steady dating a couple of weeks 
ago. We both knew we’d never be more 
than just friends to each other. The other 
fellows I’'d gone out with at one time or 
another were now either married or were 
concentrating on other girls. 

Billy—yes. I’d pick him. He’d be happy 
to know that we were finally “engaged,” 
and after all the excitement had died down 
I could break it off. By that time. maybe 
Mr. Right would come along. So I smiled 
and said, “It’s Billy Ellis. He’s been after 
me to say yes for the longest.” 

That satisfied even Verna, for she joined 
the others in congratulating me and offer- 
ing best wishes. That was how it all began. 

“I was beginning to think I’d never break 
down your resistance.” Billy said when I 
unexpectedly said yes to the proposal he 
made. It had gotten to be sort of a routine 
between us. He’d ask me to marry him 
after every date we had and I'd keep put- 
ting him off. When I finally said yes, he 
could hardly believe his ears. 

Billy pulled me into his arms. and his 
kiss was hard and demanding on my lips. I 
tried to work up an emotion within me to 
match his. Nothing happened. His kiss 
was sweet as it had always been, but it 
didn’t send skyrockets shooting off inside 
me. 

That should have warned me that I was 
getting into dangerous waters. but it didn’t 
any more than an incident that occurred at 
the dance a few weeks later. 

Billy had moods of quiet when he’d just 
sit and stare at me. Because of his light, 
yellowish eyes his steady gaze used to 
make me feel uncomfortable. “Cat eyes,” 
my sister Ellen once remarked. “Better be 
careful of a man with eyes like that, Hat- 
tie.” I laughed off her fears. Billy was 
truly in love with me and cat eyes or no, 
I was sure I could handle him. 

The night of the dance, Billy was in a 
gayer mood than I’d ever seen him. And 


when we danced, I snuggled close to him, 
knowing the wonderful feeling of having a 
man of'my own. When the dance ended, 
Ed, who was Joan’s husband, came up and 
put his arms around me. 

“I’m tired of the same woman all night,” 
he joked. “How about you and me having 
a drink and finding a quiet corner, Hattie?” 

Ed didn’t mean a thing by it. We were 
old friends and he was feeling good that 
night. But Billy’s eyes narrowed danger. 
ously and he roughly shoved Ed away. | 
stepped between them quickly. “Why 
should I waste my charms on an old mar. 
ried man.” I laughed. “I’ve got a man of 
my own.” 

The joke fell flat. Ed turned abruptly 
and walked away. I swung around to Billy, 
ready to snap his head off. But one look 
at him made me change my mind. His light- 
colored eyes were blazing with fury. His 
fists were clenched and he seemed about to 
explode. I grabbed his arm and led him to 
our table. 

My hand shook as I took a cigarette, 
carefully avoiding Billy’s eyes. After a long 
silence, I stole a glance at him. The muscles 
of his jaw were tightly bunched and he 
seemed to be fighting for control of him- 
self. At last he said quietly, 

“l’m sorry about the way I acted,” Billy 
apologized. “When I saw Ed put his arms 
around you—I don’t know what came over 
me.” 

“You have got quite a temper.” I said 
with an attempt at lightness. 

By now, the hooded look had gone out 
of Billy’s eyes and he’d regained his poise. 
“You’re mine and I don’t want another 
man to touch you,” he said soberly. “I know 
it sounds crazy, but—well, I’d kill any man 
who put his hands on you.” 

“But Ed was only kidding,” I said, see- 
ing he meant every word. 

Billy nodded. “That’s why I say it’s 
crazy. All I know is you’re mine, Hattie. 
Don’t ever forget that.” 


As TIME WENT ON, I saw more and 
more examples of Billy’s unreasoning 

jealousy. It led to many embarrassing sit- 
uations, but he insisted that this only 
proved how much he loved me. I was flat- 
tered and at the same time a little fright 
ened. I never knew when he might fly off 
the handle. 

“Break off with him, that’s what you 
ought to do,” advised my sister Ellen. 

“Oh, fine.” I said sarcastically. “Sup- 
pose you tell me how.” 

“Just tell him you’ve changed your mind, 
that you’ve found somebody else.” 

I shook my head emphatically. “I’d have 
to say who my new boy friend was and I 
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don’t want to be the cause of anyone get- 
ting hurt.” 

But I tried to think of a way to end my 
engagement to Billy. I didn’t make much 
headway because at the same time, he was 
insisting that I name the day when we’d 
get married. I managed to stall him, hop- 
ing to come up with a solution to my prob- 
lem. I was still trying when I met Jeff, 
then it was too late. 

Oh, I didn’t know right away the reason 
I'd kept putting Billy off. I didn’t really 
love him. but as long as there was no one 
else my engagement to Billy had certain 
advantages. Then night Jeff 
Hunter walked into the library. 

It was shortly before closing time and I 
was helping my assistant put back some 
books on the shelves. I was standing on 
tip toe trying to reach the top shelf when a 
deep voice behind me boomed, “May I do 
that for you?” 

I turned around to see the tallest man 
I'd ever seen. He was looking down at me 
as if I were a child. a friendly smile on his 
handsome face. “No, no thank you,” I 
stammered. “I can manage.” 

I turned back to the shelf and stretched 
as far as I could. But I couldn’t make it. 
The stranger chuckled and before I knew 
it, | was being lifted up until my chin was 
level with the top shelf. I slipped the book 
in place, then said with as much dignity 
as I could muster, “You can let me down 
now.” 

The library assistant giggled and I felt 
my face burn. When feet 
again I found it difficult to maintain an 
attitude of authority at the same time as 
looking up so high. But I said with icy 
politeness. “Is there something I can do 
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USE LONG-AID—the most glamorous hair dressing 
that you can buy. Unlike ordinary dressings, Long-Aid 
supplies your hair with 3 active elements that make 
your hair look longer, lovelier . . . softer to the touch 

. SO much easier to manage. 

Long-Aid for hair loveliness is rich in nature’s own 
lanolin . lubricates dry, thirsty scalp—makes hair 
look longer, softer. Wonderful Long-Aid provides your 
hair with deltyl prime .. to penetrate your hair, 
give it a protective shield against dampness, perspira- 
tion . . . keeps hair smartly styled from morning till 
night. And Long-Aid contains new miracle K-7, special- 
ly medicated to fight dandruff, kill certain harmful 
scalp bacteria ... keep your hair fresh, clean-smelling. 
Order now! Only $1.00; economy size $3.00. 








HE: “You have the loveliest hair.” SHE: “I use ppm 
* * e 
Stop wishing for Long-Looking H 





S nc 


MO CO memes ree 


suo 


SCH Ww LANOUN 





i 








ORDER FROM LONG-AID’S COMPLETE LINE OF AMERICA’S FINEST HAIR AND BEAUTY PRODUCTS! 
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I gasped. and my assistant went into a 
sudden fit of coughing. I silenced her with 
astern look. I pressed my lips tightly to- 
gether. “This is a public library,” I said, 
“not a matrimonial bureau. I’m here to 
help to the best of my ability, but marry- 
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“He’s a nut, if you ask me,” I said firm- 
ly, then glared at her, daring her to contra- 
dict me. 

The stranger was waiting for me outside. 
To tell the truth, I had a hunch he’d be 
there. Silently, he fell in step with me as 
I walked down the street. Finally I said, 
“All right, my curiosity’s got the best of 
me. What’s this all about?” 

“Tt’s very simple,” he said earnestly. “I 
went to the library to get a book and saw 
you. I fell in love.” 

My heart beat faster, but I gave no sign. 
“You must be in a pretty bad way if you 
go around proposing to every girl you see,” 
I said. 

“No, not every girl. Just you.” 

It sounded screwy, but in a nice way. I 
decided that there was nothing dangerous 
about him and let him walk me the two 
blocks to the drugstore. Only then did I 
remember that Billy was to pick me up 
there, so I said, “You'll really have to go 
now.” 

“Only if you say I can see you tomor- 
row,” he replied. 

Finally, in desperation, I said all right. 
It wouldn’t do for Billy to see us even talk- 
ing together. 


HE NEXT DAY, Jeff Hunter came to 
the library. He’d told me the night be- 
fore that he was a newcomer to Sayville 
and I convinced myself that it was only my 
duty to be civil to new arrivals. It wasn’t 
hard to do. In fact, it was too easy. Jeff 


asked me for a date and I said yes, even 
though I was still engaged to Billy. 

Jeff picked me up that night in his car, 
We drove thirty miles to the city and had 
dinner in a Chinese restaurant there. As 
we ate and Jeff talked, a funny kind of 
thought kept going through my mind. What 
would it be like to be kissed by him? | 
wondered. What would it be like to have 
him hold me in his arms? 

It was midnight before we started for 
home. At my door Jeff gazed down at me 
with such tenderness that I felt my knees 
grow watery. When he pulled me into his 
arms, I offered no resistance. 

His lips claimed mine, and even while 
we kissed, I knew what it was I’d missed 
in Billy’s kisses. It was this—a breathless 
floating through the air in a man’s arms, 
this not wanting a kiss to end. I couldn't 
help myself. 

“Will you marry me, Hattie?” he asked 
softly. 

Now, my heart told me, tell him now that 
he mustn’t think such thoughts, that you’re 
engaged to another man. That was the 
right thing to do. But I couldn’t. Not with 
his arms around me like that, his lips so 
dangerously close to mine. I closed my eyes 
and swayed closer to him. Later. I told 
myself, I'll tell him about Billy later on, 
but not right now. 

Well, I didn’t tell Billy. I just couldn't 
bring myself to it. So Jeff and I had our 
dates on the sly, although he never sus- 
pected why I insisted on going to far away 
places when we were together. 
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What happens when a 


Young girl decides to run away 


From her home in the South 


To answer a want-ad promising 


Big money and easy work up North? 
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Finally, the inevitable happened. Billy 
suspected there was another man and he 
blew his top. I was frightened, not as much 
for myself, as for Jeff. I knew Billy was 
crazy enough to hurt him, no matter what 
the consequences. In order to convince 
Billy that he had nothing to worry about 
from another man, I let him make love to 
me. I let him go farther than he ever had 
before, and then it was too late. His aroused 
emotions swept away my protests and what- 
ever restraint he had. 

Later, Billy held me in his arms and 
said, “Now you’re really mine. All mine. 
You'll never get away from me now.” 

And he was right. I was bound to him 
as surely and completely as if I wore 
chains— 

After that. I knew I could never tell Jeff 
about Billy. Yet. I found it impossible to 
stop seeing Jeff. I was perfectly miserable. 
I felt myself unworthy of the love Jeff ex- 
pressed for me, but it was the only com- 
forting thing in my life. 

At last, it became too much to bear. I 
sat down and wrote Jeff a long letter tell- 
ing him that we must never see each other 
again. Then I went to see Billy. 

“Billy, I can’t marry you—ever,” I said 
bluntly. “I don’t love you enough. I knew 
it before—that is, I’ve known it for some 
time.” 

“Before what?” He jumped out of his 
chair, his face tight and drawn. “What’s 
happened to change your mind?” 

“Nothing. Billy. Please try to under- 


stand,” I pleaded. “I’m not right for you. 
I don’t love you the way I should.” 

“What’re you trying to hand me?” he 
shouted. “That’s not the way you talked 
the other night. Remember?” 

I hung my head. “Yes, I remember. And 
I’m ashamed. That’s past now and this is 
the way things have got to be.” 

Billy’s eyes glittered dangerously. “T’ll 
kill him!” he grated. “Oh. I’ve heard ru- 
mors about you and some new guy in town, 
but I wouldn’t believe them. But you’re 
a cheap little cheat!” 

His hand lashed out and caught me on 
the cheek. I shrank back in fear. “Don’t 
worry, baby.” Billy said. suddenly calm and 
calculating. “I’m not going to mess up 
that pretty face. But I'll get the no-good 
dog who made a fool of me behind my 
back!” 

He turned and started going through a 
drawer of the desk. Instinctively. I knew he 
was searching for a gun and my first 
thought was to warn Jeff. get him safely 
away. I turned and dashed out the door, 
running as fast as I could when I got to 
the street. 


i] BREATHED a prayer of thanks when I 
got to Jeff’s house and didn’t see Billy 
anywhere around. I pounded wildly on the 
door. I kept beating my fists against the 
door until it swung open. Jeff caught me 
as I staggered inside. 
“Hattie! What's wrong?” 


“Oh, Jeff... Jeff!” I gasped. 
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Suddenly out of the night 


My chance for revenge came 


The man | hated 


Was lying there, helpless 
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He stared at me. “Your cheek, darling— 
it’s bleeding!” 

“Never mind that. It doesn’t matter. 
You’ve got to get away!” 

What do you mean?” he asked. He 
slipped an arm around my trembling shoul- 
ders. “Come upstairs and tell me all about 
it 

[ struggled to control myself. But as I 
told Jeff about Billy and his wild threats, 
my voice broke and I began to sob. “Don’t 
you’ve got to get away?” I de- 
manded tearfully. 

I don’t see,” Jeff said quietly. 

My shoulders sagged. I’d have to tell 
him everything. There was no hope of sav- 
ing my love now. “Billy is on his way over 
here to kill you!” I blurted out. 

Jeff started to laugh, but he frowned 
when he saw the anguish in my eyes. “But 

[ don’t understand, darling. Why should 

yme man you used to know want to kill 


you see 


Because he and I were—” I had to force 
myself to say it. “We had an affair.” 

Jeff's eyes mirrored his disbelief. Grad- 
ually, a stunned Jook crossed his face. “Was 
r you met me?” 

lhe hurt in his voice was like a knife in 
my heart. A sob burst from my lips and 


I buried my face in my hands. 
| know you hate me now,” I cried, “but 
I don’t blame you. Only, please get away 


before he hurts you!” 
Jeff just stood there, his eyes glazed, not 
or hearing me. I realized that now 
up to me to do something about Billy. 





Wnt TT 


Somehow I had to stop him before he could 
get to Jeff. 

I turned to the door. “Goodbye—dar- 
ling,” I said sadly. If Jeff heard, he gave 
no sign. Then, just as I reached for the 
door, it was flung open and Billy barred 
my way. 

“T followed you, baby,” he grated. “You 
can’t get away from me!” 

“All right. Let’s go where we can talk,” 
I said, pushing him back toward the door. 
I wanted to get him out of there before he 
saw Jeff standing back in the shadows. But 
I was too late. 

“Who’s that?” Billy demanded, pointing 
to Jeff. 

“Come on, let’s go,” I pleaded. 

Jeff stepped forward into the light. “Hat- 
tie, who is this man?” he asked quietly. 

I was half paralyzed with fear and 
couldn’t speak. 

“Ts this the man?” Jeff repeated. 

“Yes, Jeff!” I shrieked. “Watch out— 
he’s got a gun!” 

Billy ripped out a vile curse and stuck 
his hand into his pocket. In one stride, 
Jeff was face to face with him. 

“So you’re the one who goes around slug- 
ging women?” Jeff said in a cold, calm 
voice. 

Billy apparently didn’t hear the hint of 
steel in Jeff’s quiet words because he stuck 
out his jaw belligerently and said, “I do 
what I like with my women, Bud. And if 
you don’t butt out of this private argument, 
I'll give you a taste of what I gave her!” 

Without turning to me, Jeff asked, “Is 


He had been around. He knew the score with girls 


Only this was no ordinary girl that he married 


She was a goddess, radiant and pure and untouchable 


And when she was in his arms he was .. . 
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that right, Hattie? Are you his woman?” 

“Tell, him, baby,” Billy sneered. 

“No! No, Jeff. I love only you!” 

“That’s all I want to know!” Jeff said. 
His hand flew out and grabbed Billy by 
the coat collar. And in the same quick 
motion, his fist smashed against Billy’s jaw, 
knocking him against the wall. 

A look of pain twisted Billy’s face and 
his cat-eyes were wide with terror as Jeff 
advanced, his fists cocked. Billy’s jaw 
went slack and his lips trembled. “Look 
man, no use fighting over her,” he whined. 

“You came here looking for trouble, 
didn’t you?” Jeff demanded. “Well, you've 
got it, Mister Tough Guy!” 

This time when Jeff’s fist hit him, Billy 
fell heavily to the floor. He didn’t have a 
chance to reach into his pocket. A moment 
later, Jeff had taken out the gun and tossed 
it out of reach down the hall. 

I turned back to the door again. “Hat- 
tie—” Jeff’s voice stopped me. “Why didn’t 
you tell me about him?” 

“Because I was afraid he’d hurt you.” 
I said. “And I was so ashamed of myself 
for—” I shrugged. “What does it matter 
now?” 

“Tt hurts, knowing that you and this— 
that he held you in his arms and—” He 
broke off and shook his head as if to rid 
himself of the thought. “Yes, it hurts. I 
wouldn’t be human if it didn’t hurt. But 
it also means I love you, doesn’t it?” 

I raised my face to him. “You mean 
there’s still a chance for us?” I asked. my 
heart leaping joyfully. 

“T honestly don’t know. You lived a lie. 
You didn’t trust me enough to tell me the 
truth. That’s not a very good beginning, 
is it?” 

My heart sank. Slowly I turned to go. “I 
know how wrong I was,” I murmured. 
“Well—goodbye, Jeff.” 

He reached out and stopped me. He took 
out a handkerchief and wiped the blood off 
my cheek and dried my tears. “Better come 
upstairs to my room and let me fix that 
cut.” he said gently. 

I tried to smile. “I forgot all about that. 
All I could think of was that Billy might 
hurt you.” 

Jeff glanced contemptuously at Billy, un- 
conscious on the floor. “He talks a better 
fight than he can deliver,” he said. “Come 
on, darling.” 

As we walked up the stairs, his arm went 
around me and I felt safe and not afraid 
any more. There’d be no need for lying 
any more. At the top of the stairs we 
turned and watched Billy pick himself up 
and slink out the door. 

“You know, darling,” I said, “you hit 
him awfully hard. I can’t lie—I almost 
feel sorry for him.” 

Jeff laughed and hugged me tightly. 
“You’re wasting your pity, but that’s all 
right as long as I’ve got your love.” 

I raised my lips to his. “You’ve got it 


all,” I said, “and that’s no lie!” THE END 
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On The Records 


(Continued from Page 11) 


pened upon a recording by Louis Arm- 
strong playing Savoy Blues. The record 
bugged Stuff. Ever since that time, he has 
devoted his whole life to jazz. 

Smith got his nickname after he joined 
a touring musical show back in the 1920s. 
As he recalls: “There were so many people 
in the troupe I didn’t know all their names, 
so I called everybody ‘Stuff’. Soon every- 
one began calling me ‘Stuff’—and it just 
stuck.” 

During his long career, Stuff has per- 
formed in the class niteries in New York, 
Chicago and Los Angeles. He was work- 
ing a nitery date in L. A. when Norman 
Granz called him in to make some record- 
ings for Verve. 

Stuffs first sides for the label were re- 
leased in an LP album under his name. It 
had in the supporting cast: pianist Oscar 
Peterson, guitarist Barney Kessel, bassist 
Ray Brown and drummer Alvin Stoller. 


Selected Singles 


HOT: Joe Morris’s Band’s Going Going 
Gone/Sinner W oman (Atlantic), which was 
pitched for the rock ’n’ roll crowd by one 
of the rockingest aggregations around to- 
day. In line with the title, Going moves on 
a marching beat kick and should be the 
side to click strongest on jukes. Sinner is 
slower with Louis Madison chirping an 
okay vocal. 


COOL: Billy Eckstine’s Jf I Can Help 
Somebody/Boulevard Of Broken Dreams 
(Mercury), a pairing that gives the cash- 
mered-voiced crooner his best material on 
wax for many seasons. Variety picked 
Help, an inspirational ballad, as a “best 
bet” for heavy record sales. As a coupling, 
Boulevard could not be topped. Mr. B. 
shows off his finest vocal talents on the 


oldie. 


POP: Della Reese’s By Love Possessed/I 
Only Want To Love You (Jubilee). Ameri- 
ca’s hottest female vocalist registers two 
hit potentials here on two new composi- 
tions. Like Eckstine’s A-entry, Della’s top 
side was selected as a Variety “best bet.” 
But the flip could end up the bigger seller 
of the coupling, it’s just that strong. 


BLUES: Dinah Washington’s Blues Down 
Home/Everybody Loves My Baby (Mer- 
cury). A-side has the No. 1 blues stylist 
belting away lustily on a raunchy ditty 
made to order for her spiritual pattern. On 
the standard, Miss Dee adds new life to an 
old favorite and the result is delightful 
music to the ear. 
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How Good A Lover? 


(Continued from Page 10) 


has your face and body, 

And your lips are tender and your mouth is 
sweet 

And God has made no other eyes like yours. 

If making love is man’s greatest art, then 
many of us have been out of practice since 
Adam and Eve, according to the statistics 
of modern researchers. Love is no longer 
a natural act based upon mutual admira- 
tion and physical attraction, but a subtle 
emotion all wrapped up in mores, conflicts 
and the cultures of a complex society. The 
art is no longer a recognition of the beauty 
within you, but a test of external features, 
physical endurance and will power. 

Lovers now measure their ability not by 
their power to diffuse themselves into the 
body and mind of another with the sexual 
act, but by how many they can conquer, 
how long they can endure and how often 
they can return. The inviting seductive- 
ness of a perfumed bedroom, the sensual 
grandeur of a deserted field, or the exhil- 
arating darkness of a moonlit oasis are no 
longer meeting places in which to stage 
the greatest act of mankind, but new battle 
grounds to match the opposite sexes in a 
skill of matter over mind. 

It is little wonder that 90 per cent of 
today’s frustrations are traced to sex. That 
over 70 per cent of all marriages fail be- 
cause of sex and that practically all of 
modern crimes can be traced to sex. There 
is plenty of sex, but little Love. Some 
scientists tell us that the human organs are 
becoming vestigal or degenerate because 
of improper use. If this is true, this may 
account for the definite lack of love and in- 
creasing emphasis on sex. For if physical 
mankind is to flourish. Love. with the capi- 
tal L. must be cultivated and nurtured until 
it blossoms forth and brings fruit. But. 
no modern day lover thinks of counting his 
children to test his skills. 

The modern measuring rods are mechani- 
cal actions with tabulated responses. The 
male lover’s prowess today is based upon 
a well worn formula that might easily be 
used by another instrument besides the 
human being. Dr. Shailer Uptown Lawler. 
the great British gynecologist (the English 
have done more open research on this sub- 
ject than any others), says, “one of the 
greatest sources of misery and private tor- 
ment to any man is the fear that his sexual 
equipment is inadequate or inferior, com- 
pared to that of most men.” But. Dr. Law- 
ler emphasizes, “it is important to recog- 
nize that even if your dimensions are small- 
er or larger than average, it does not mean 
that you are in any way abnormal. All that 
really matters is your ability to satisfy your 
wife and to be satisfied.” 

It is the question of mutual satisfaction 
which has caused all the problems of mod- 
ern day lovers. As a result of the abundant 
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Science Finds Healing Substance That 
Relieves Pain—Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
For the first time science has found a 
| new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took 
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Most amazing of all — results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 
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lack of it, a whole slew of terms, such as 
sexuality,” “maladjustment” and “frigid- 
ity” have developed. Very seldom is there 

mention of the need for mutual love. 

\Viany a woman is frustrated to the point 

of disgust because immediately after mak- 

z love to her, her man falls into peaceful 

imber. This is one of the most frequent 

causes of marital dissatisfaction in wives. 
[t is primarily the man’s responsibility to 
hronize conjugal relations by learning 
ntrol his own urgent desire until his 
mate is stimulated to a point equalling his. 
But. he needs subtle help from the woman 
to do this. She can help him by under- 

iding that her arousal pattern is differ- 

from his, that she is slower in attaining 

ilar state of excitement. 

\side from the physical release, a wom- 
greatest need is the assurance that she 
ed as a person, for herself and not for 
body. the experts say. She can’t bear 

| that any other woman would do as 
Yet. knowing how easily man is stim- 
ulated, she has a lurking fear that this is 
ise and hungrily seeks assurance that 
it so. In many instances, this frus- 
1 women will lead to one of the 
yst talked about aspects of marital rela- 
frigidity or “coldness” in women. 
\mong the chief causes of frigidity are 
and fear of surrender. pain, preg- 
or social disapproval. The experts 
ilso agree that sometimes the failure to find 
the right man causes frigidity. No matter 
onderful a husband is, he may not 
> to fill the bill because, unconscious- 
oman may require a certain specific 
Everybody has heard that “there are 

igid women, just clumsy men.” 

[t is this lack of ability to satisfy a wom- 

t brands a man an inadequate lover. 

M men do not realize that the Love act 
metimes begins hours before a couple 
the bed. Little acts between hus- 
ind wife which show affection—po- 
liteness toward and consideration for each 
ther. sympathy, loyalty, dependability— 
ire more likely to stimulate responses 

yman later, than mere physical ac- 


I 


{nother chief worry of the lover is fre- 
of relationships. The late Dr. Al- 
bert Kinsey found that there is a tremen- 
ariation in the average number of 
The average frequency of total 

itlet for the male is about 4.8 times a 

Dr. Kinsey revealed. But. while there 
ne men who engage in sexual ac- 
10 more than a few times a week, 
Kinsey and his investigators found some 
so as regularly as three or four 
day. or as much as 29 or more 
week. It is not true as was long 
thought. that a truck driver or laborer is 
tent than a college professor or 

other white-collar worker. 

Here are the median preferences as tab- 
ulated by Dr. Kinsey, according to age: 20 
times per month; 30 to 39, 6.6 
tir 10 to 49, 5 times; 50 to 59 3.7 times; 
60 or over, 2.8 times: For the woman the 
25 or below, 7.3 times; 25 
to 34 1 times; 35 to 44, 3.7 times; 45 to 


trequency 18: 


54, 3.3 times; 55 and over, 0.5 times per 
month. 

Because hope springs eternal in the fe- 
male and male breasts. many a man has 
been victimized by the phony potency 
racket in which a potential lover is led to 
believe he can restore his vigor and virility 
with a pill or a drug. There’s always a 
sucker ready to lay money on the line. hop- 
ing that it means the return of manhood 
or that a pill fed to his wife or girl friend 
will save him a little honest work. The 
cold, scientific fact is that if a person is 
too old, too drunk, too sick, or too scared 





to make the grade there is nothing in the 
world that can do him any good. 

Of course, it is possible to increase sex. 
ual vigor with a heavy protein diet, proper 
rest and steady pacing. Hormones and 
glands, however, do not sufficiently explain 
the phenomenon of human love. Man js 
only part animal. However humble and 
seemingly animal in its beginnings, Love 
can be a lofty thing with only superficial 
kinship to biological adventure. To be 
appreciated, Love must be rational, intel. 
ligent, affectionate physical relationship 
between two people. 





| How Good A Lover Are You?—Test Yourself 


HERE ARE 10 QUESTIONS based on 

the Sex Knowledge Inventory compiled 
by a national Marriage and Family Coun- 
cil. Answers are at the end of the ques- 
tionnaire. If you miss more than three 
questions you should reread the article and 
then attempt to re-answer the questions. 
Give yourself 10 points for each right an- 
swer. 

1. How often should you have sex 
relations? 

. Only when the woman desires it. 

. Only when you want to have a 

child. 

. Not more than four times a week. 

. As often as both lovers want to do 

so. 

. Whenever the man desires. 

2. What is the usual result of sex 
relations? 

A. It decreases sex desire and capac- 
ity for a short time. 

B. It lowers resistance to disease. 

C. It increases later desire and capac- 
ity. 

D. It decreases sex desires and capac- 
ity for several days. 

E. It has no effect. 

3. What accounts for a woman’s 
complete response in sex rela- 
tions? 

A. No reaction before the sex act. 

B. She thinks the woman should be 
passive. 

C. She fears pregnancy. 

D. She loves her mate. 

E. She is tired, but willing. 

4. What most accounts for the 
man’s ability to satisfy his mate? 
A. His physical size. 


aH OO we 


. Fear of hurting his mate. 

‘. His mate’s frigidity or coldness. 

5. What is the best way for a 
woman to overcome her lack of 
response? 

A. Become pregnant. 
. Changing her attitude toward sex. 
. Improving her health. 


B 
Cc 
D. Avoiding all sex 
E 


B. Consideration for his mate’s re- 
sponse. 

C. The feeling that his mate is “an 
angel.” 

D 

E 


relations for 
awhile. 
. Taking an active part in the sex act. 


6. Where can one get a drug or 

medicant to increase sex ability? 

A. Buy it from a druggist. 

B. Buy any drug or medicant contain. 
ing hormones. 

C. Buy it from illegal dealers only. 

D. Buy it through a doctor’s prescrip. 
tion, 

E. There are no such drugs or medi- 
cants. 

7. What is the effect of proteins 

like raw eggs, etc. on love mak- 

ing? 

A. Increases ability in all adults. 

B. Increases ability in some adults. 

C. Increases ability in older adults 


only. 
D. Increases ability in young men 
only. 


E. Little or no increase at any age. 
8. When should a man stop having 
relations? 
A. At 50. 
B. When he no longer enjoys the sex 
act. 
C. When his wife stops enjoying sex 
relations. 
D. When he has lost his youth. 
E. He shouldn’t ever stop. 
9. When should a woman stop hay- 
ing relations? 
A. At change of life. 
B. When she stops having children. 
C. When she no longer desires the sex 
act. 
D. When her doctor tells her to do so. 
E. She shouldn’t ever stop. 
10. What is most important for any 
Lover to remember? 
A. Couples can adjust to each other if 
they love one another and try. 
B. A satisfactory sex adjustment is 
impossible in many cases. 
C. A woman must adjust to the man 
physically. 
D. A man must adjust to the woman 
physically. 
E. Couples must be naturally mated 
for each other physically. 


Inventory Score Answers 
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I Learned Too Late 


(Continued from Page 39) 


good-looking, young, and shapely. But they 
seemed to know their business. At least, 
they did all right. 

Frankie told one of them, a girl named 
Lena Hill, to show me the ropes. 

A tall, friendly girl, Lena taught me all 
she knew. And not only did she teach me 
the rudiments of waiting on people, she 
gave me valuable inside tips about people. 
She put me wise to the fast guys with quick 
propositions for pretty girls; she made me 
understand the importance of giving first- 
rate service, “so your tips will be good,” 
and she told me this: 

A waitress can be what she wants to be— 
a successful businesswoman in her own 
right, or a cheap pick-up for male custom- 
ers, especially those men who think every 
waitress is a tramp who can be had for a 
tip!” 

She told me: 

“You must remember that this is your 
job. You can make it worth something. 
You can make friends here. If you don’t 
want to be a waitress all your life—and 
who does?—you can save your money and 
have any kind of life you want. You'll learn 
how to handle people, how to get along 
with them, and nothing is more valuable 
than that.” 

She had one more thing to say: 

“Mr. Daniels is a good-hearted guy. He 
came up the hard way, and he is kind to 
people who are down and out. But he’s a 
businessman, too. He expects a dollar’s 
worth for a dollar’s pay. Fact is, he expects 
to make a profit on the deal. Sometimes 
he doesn’t want his profit in money—” 

I asked Lena what she meant by the last 
statement. But she wouldn’t spell it out for 
me. All she said was: 

“Just be on your P’s and Q’s. You'll find 
out soon enough!” 

I didn’t worry about this too long. Anx- 
ious to learn my job well, I was too excited 
by the new world in which I lived to worry 
about something that I didn’t understand. 
And, besides, Frankie didn’t bother me. 

Each night when I went home to Mother 
Hoskins’, she asked me how things were 
going. I told her truthfully: “Just fine!” 
She always said: “Good.” And that was 
that. 

For some reason, I had expected Frankie 
to take more of a personal interest in my 
work than he did. After he turned me over 
to Lena, it was almost six weeks before he 
stopped to ask me how I liked the job. 
Some days, I didn’t see him at all. 

Lena was the assistant manager in the 
dining room and one of the bartenders ran 
the liquor business. Frankie had an office 
in the back of the place, and he spent most 
of his time there. At times, his office seemed 
to be awfully busy, especially at night. His 


callers included cops and women and guys 
drinking at the bar who wanted to pay their 
bills with checks. 

After a while, I noticed that several of 
the same guys came into the place each 
night, went into Frankie’s office furtively, 
then left the same way. Most of them were 
seedy, creepy-looking men. I often won- 
dered who they were, but I didn’t ask any 
questions about them. 

That’s one thing I didn’t do on the job: 
ask a lot of questions about business that 
had nothing to do with me. I guess that is 
one reason [| got on well with everyone who 
worked in the place. 

One night after I had worked in the Blue 
Flame a month, Lena and the other wait- 
resses—Jeanne and Jackie—invited me to 
have a drink with them. It was a slow night 
and we decided to close the dining room 
ahead of the bar for just that purpose. Ex- 
cepting a few shots of wine, I never had 
done any drinking. But I didn’t see any 
harm in a social drink. 

That’s how I discovered Scotch on the 
rocks. After a couple of them, I forgot all 
about being tired. When the bar closed, 
Lena bought a fifth and suggested that we 
go to her apartment for a little party. The 
idea sounded fine to me. 

It was too fine. I wound up getting drunk 
and sick and spending the night at Lena’s 
apartment. The next day, when I went 
home, Mother Hoskins gave me holy hell. 
Lena had gone along with me—she ex- 
plained that nothing “really bad” had hap- 
pened. She pleaded my case to Mother 
Hoskins by saying, “After all, it’s better 
she learned about whiskey from friends 
than from strangers.” 

Mother Hoskins half-way agreed 
the fuss blew over. 


and 





WAS BEGINNING my third month at 

the Blue Flame when the pace of my 
life quickened. 

Frankie called me into his office one 
night. It was my first time in his private 
business place. I was surprised by what I 
saw: this was a really nice place, out of 
character with some of the characters who 
visited him there. 

The walls were wood-paneled. All the 
furniture and the lighting were modern. He 
had a cute little bar, and all the latest small 
business machines there. 

“This,” he said, “is where I operate.” 

“T like it,” I said. 

“T’m glad,” he said. “When you get to 
be manager—” 

“When I get to be what?” 

“Manager . . . when you get to be man- 
ager, I'll let you share this office with me.” 

“But what are you going to do when I 
get to be manager, as you put it.” I won- 
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Processed sheep oils help prevent dissolving the nat- 
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town. Lake Michigan had never seemed 
more beautiful than it was this clear, star- 
twinkling night. 

The Chez Paree was 

I never had been in a first-class night 
club before. Everything seemed like the 
movies. There was a man to pick up 
Frankie’s car and park it. There was a 
doorman, who knew Frankie by name. The 
elevator operator (the Chez is located on 
the second floor) also knew Frankie and 
chatted with him during our short ride 
up. At the club entrance, after Frankie 
had checked his hat, another man greeted 
him by name and led us to our table, front 
and center. The waiter knew Frankie, who 
introduced me with a flourish. The waiter 
welcomed me to the club and said he hoped 
I'd be coming often. 

“She will be,” Frankie told him and or- 
dered “the usual.” 

The usual was the best of everything the 
Chez had to offer. Filet mignons. Cham- 
pagne, which seemed to be as plentiful as 
water, with Frankie buying. A dazzling 
show. 

I was swept off my feet. The room was 
so beautiful. The girls in the chorus were 
so beautiful. The band was divine—and I 
enjoyed dancing with Frankie to its music. 
All the people were beautiful and nice. I 
never had seen such expensive clothes be- 
fore. For a moment, | felt ashamed of my 
little cocktail dress but I felt better after 
Frankie told me, 
woman in the place tonight.” 

You can imagine that I was feeling good. 
The Champagne was working. I know that 
Otherwise, somebody in the place 
would have looked ugly to me. Not every- 
one, no place, is beautiful. 

But everybody was to me this night. 

We stayed until closing. Frankie out-did 
himself trying to make me happy. He 
bought flowers for me. He had our pictures 
taken. On the way out, he stopped at a gift 
counter and bought me the most expensive 
trinket they had in the place. 

We had hardly come out of the Chez 
door, when Frankie’s car appeared as if by 
magic. Frankie tipped the boy and we got 
in. I felt light-hearted, gay, 
was walking on air. I 
Frankie was the Prince. Men and women 
stared at us, and I felt flattered, because 
it seemed to me that we made a handsome 
couple. I told Frankie that: 

“We make a handsome couple.” 

“I’m glad you think so.” 

“T’ve had a wonderful time.” I said. 
wonderful. I hate to go home.” 

“You aren’t,” Frankie said. 

“Where are we going?” 

“To my place,” Frankie said. 

“Good-goody,” I said. I was high! 


"? 


“something else! 


“You’re the most beautiful 


now. 


good, glad—I 


was Cinderella, 


“Too 


High 
as a Georgia pine and going up like sput- 
nik! J was beyond the give-a-dam stage. I 
was living and I liked life. This kind of 
life was y-w tome... but, suddenly, it 
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seemed to be the kind of gayety I had 
missed and wanted all my life. 

Frankie’s place was heaven—a _ huge, 
brick, vine-covered house in the Hyde Park 
district. Lights hidden in the shrubbery lit 
the place up at night. Somehow or other, 

s we pulled into the driveway, and seeing 
ill this, | was reminded of a pretty Christ- 
mas ¢ ard. 

lhe inside of the house was simply fabu- 
lous. The living room was large and ex- 
furnished. In one corner was a 
giant television set. Across the room was 
a hi-fi so fine it must have cost Frankie a 
couple thousand dollars. The fireplace was 
lit and burning and the logs seemed to be 

from California redwood trees, they 
ere that large. As we entered, a Japanese 
int came down the stairs, rubbing sleep 
from his eyes. Frankie quickly dismissed 
him, saying: “I’ll do the honors tonight, 
Tojo. You get some rest.” 
[hen to me he said, as if I cared, “In case 
wondering, my wife’s still up at our 
ummer place in Michigan.” 

What did I care where his wife was—or 

even if he had a wife? This was my night, 
| I was going to make the most out of it. 
Or—in retrospect—the worse out of it. 
While Frankie fixed drinks, I sat on the 
yor by the hi-fi and thumbed through his 
huge collection of record albums. When he 
returned, I silently handed him several— 
soft, romantic music—and accepted a drink 
«change. Frankie put the music on, 
then came to sit down beside me. 

We sat and sipped and listened to the 
music for ages, then Frankie asked: 

Would you like to dance?” 

No,” I said. “I’m comfortable.” 

‘It’s more comfortable on the sofa,” he 
iid. “T’ll put more records on.” 

He did, and we moved to the sofa, sink- 

ito a soft cloud of springs as we sat. 


quisitely 


We were so close together, we sat down 
as one person. Frankie put an arm around 
my shoulder and drew me close to him. 
“You are beautiful, Esther. Too beautiful. 
You drive me mad.” The words sounded 
good to me. They warmed me. I sipped 
at my drink. When I removed the glass 
from my lips, Frankie planted a kiss there. 
“The sweetness of your lips and cham- 
pagne!” he said, half sighing. The kiss did 
something to me. Something happened in- 
side me. I felt like a furnace that had 
needed stoking—and now [ had it. Flames 
of desire, for what I knew not, sprang up 
within me, driving me crazy-mad for 
Frankie’s arms, his kisses, his gentle words. 
I wanted to hear more about how beautiful 
I was. I wanted him to tell me how much 
he had enjoyed our first night out. I wanted 
him! Frankie was encouraging and he was 
obliging and what I got of him was all he 
had to give. 

The same he got from me... 


T AWAKENED in a strange bed, in a 

strange bedroom. Everything was done 
in white and I had a terrible hangover. 
Turning to my right, I saw a note on a little 
table by the bed. It was addressed to me. 
I opened the sheet of paper and read: 

“Stay as long as you want to, Baby. I 
had to go open up the place. Tojo will get 
you anything you want.” 

Suddenly I realized what had happened 
last night. Suddenly, Lena’s words came 
back to me. Suddenly. I wanted a bath, I 
wanted to get out of Frankie’s house, I 
wanted to go home! 

But, oh, what would Mother Hoskins 
say? I was paying her rent now, but she 
still thought of me as her little girl! 

What would the people at work say about 
me missing one whole night and showing 
up late the next day? I worked the after- 
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noon and night shift, but I knew I Was in 
no shape to work this day. 

On wobbly legs, I got out of bed and 
walked around, trying to get my bearings, 
Oh, was my head foggy! I went looking for 
a bathroom, and found it, across the hall, 
I fixed myself a bath, hoping that it would 
help. But it didn’t do much good. 

I went back to the bedroom to dress— 
and suddenly remembered that all I had 
with me was a cocktail dress. How silly | 
would look walking down the street in that. 
I opened the closet in this bedroom. and 
found a collection of expensive woman’s 
clothing. Not caring too much whether 
Mrs. Daniels missed it or not, I selected a 
suit that fit me and put it on. 

Then I collected my things, folded them 
up, and walked down the hall. As I came 
down the stairway, Tojo came out to meet 
me. 

“Is Missy ready for breakfast, please?” 
he said. 

“No, please,” I said, “Missy is not ready 
for breakfast. Missy is ready for hell. Call 
me a cab.” 

Silently, but obviously bewildered, Tojo 
did as he was told. 

I caught the cab and went home. 

Mother Hoskins was waiting for me at 
the door, furious. 

“Where’ve you been all night?” she de- 
manded. 

“Out,” I said. 

“Out where?” she asked. 

“Out,” I repeated. 

She was angry with me. She didn’t try 
to hide that fact. “Esther,” she said, “you 
know my rules.” 

I was in no mood to argue. I had grown 
up. I guess it was guilt building up in me, 
but I was no longer the humble, willing 
child. I was a woman! 

“T know your rules, Mother Hoskins,” I 
said. “And I’m paying rent. I don’t mean 
to sound ungrateful, but I guess Id better 
arrange to get an apartment of my own.” 

I think she was crushed, but her pride 
was showing, too. After all, she had every 
reason to worry about me, my being the 
daughter of a prostitute and all. 

I thought I saw a tear sneak down her 
cheek as she said, in a weary voice. “I guess 
you are right, Esther. You had better find 
an apartment. You need to have a place of 
your own.” 

Dozens of times I repeated that conversa- 
tion to myself and wondered just how so 
many years of happiness could have been 
ended so quickly. I had all sorts of an- 
swers. Maybe Mother Hoskins knew I had 
been out with Frankie. Maybe she could 
tell something by looking at the strange 
suit I wore, by seeing my cocktail dress 
folded over my arm. Maybe, all these 
years, she had been expecting me to g0 
bad—and now I had confirmed her sus- 
picions. I don’t really know what hap- 
pened, but I do know this: we should have 
had more to say to each other, nice things. 
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with genuine tears and much hugging and 
many regrets at our parting. We had none 
of these, though, and it was unnatural. One 
time, I even thought that Mother Hoskins 
knew I had been out with Frankie and she 
resented me because she had a crush on 
him herself. 

But I didn’t learn the truth until it was 
too late. I was too busy with my own prob- 
lems. First was finding a place to live. 

Of course, I called Frankie at the Blue 
Flame, told him what I wanted and got it 
just like that! He gave me the address of 
one of his apartments, said he’d send a guy 
out with a key and to help me move. 

And thus, in less time than it takes the 
sun to set, I ended more than ten years of 
happy life at Mother Hoskins. I didn’t even 
say goodbye properly. I said it too casually. 
Not until after her death a few months 
later, after I had read her obituaries in 
newspapers, did I feel the kind of remorse 
that I should have felt that morning when 
I left Frankie and went back home. Not 
until then did the tears come and I realized 
just what had happened: I'd still been 
drunk when I returned to Mother Hoskins’ 
house. She knew I had been out with 
Frankie, because he had told her before- 
hand that he was taking me to the Chez. 
She had known Frankie’s good side and his 
bad side and she had known what hap- 
pened between us. She had been disap- 
pointed in me and she told this to one of 
the kids who had grown up in her house 
with me, became happily married and 
started rearing a family. 

After the funeral, this girl said to me: 
“I was awfully mad with you when I heard 
what you did to Mother Hoskins.” I looked 
at her with eyes that did not comprehend, 
but I said nothing. 

“But I’ve gotten over that. I realize it 
wasn’t your fault. I guess you never knew 
that Mother Hoskins always thought you 
were the best, the sweetest girl she ever 
reared. She used to say often that you had 
the worse background and you had turned 
out to be the sweetest kid. That’s what she 
used to call you, ‘My sweetest kid.’ She just 
couldn’t take it when you stumbled up to 
her door that morning, a dress on your arm, 
Mrs. Frankie Daniels’ suit on your body, 
and talked to her so coldly. She didn’t 
want you to leave, Esther. She didn’t ex- 
pect that you would move out of her place 
and into Frankie’s apartment. 

“You see, Mother Hoskins was a wise old 
woman. She knew all about Frankie—all 
about his business, his women, his sins. 
But she was godly. She didn’t try to over- 
judge people. She saw good in the worst 
people. She was a woman who always 
looked for good in people. She saw good 
in you when the cops brought you to her 
home, although your mother was a—well, a 
bad woman. She gave you everything she 
had to give, the same as she gave all of us. 
She was proud of you, Esther, very proud 
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1 Some forms of 
heart disease can 

be prevented...a 
few can be cured. 
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fet All heart cases aa 
can be cared for best 
if diagnosed early. 
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3 Almost every 


heart condition 
can be helped by 
proper treatment. 








4 Most heart 


patients can keep on 
working—very often 
at the same job. 








5 Your “symptoms” may 
or may not mean heart 
disease. Don’t guess— 
don’t worry. See your 
doctor and be sure, 
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of you. You broke her heart, but before 
she died, she forgave you. I was a witness 
when she changed her will. She had willed 
all of us—all of the 40-odd children she 
reared—something that she owned. But, 
for you, she had willed the house. After 
that morning you came home, she made up 
her mind that you weren’t interested in 
her kind of work. She changed her will and 
gave the place to the department that 
grants aid to dependent children—to be 
used as they see fit. . .” 

When this girl stopped talking—her 
name now was Mrs. Willa Williams—I was 
sick. I felt sorrow and remorse so great 
that it came up out of my stomach and 
choked me. I cried wildly until I fainted. 


WOKE UP in a hospital. Frankie was 

sitting by my bed, holding my hand and 
telling me that everything was going to be 
all right. 

It should have been, but it wasn’t. 
Frankie was my husband now. His wife 
had divorced him—she had been going 
through divorce proceedings when he told 
me that night she was at their summer 
place in Michigan. A few weeks after 1 
moved from Mother Hoskins’ into his apart- 
ment building, I had discovered that I was 
pregnant. I told Frankie—and he sug- 
gested marriage. I was struck with panic. 
My whole world had suddenly turned topsy- 
turvy. One gay night in the Chez had 
dumped me from the high plane of my life 
in Mother Hoskins’ to the low level of my 
own mother, who was a disgrace to hu- 
manity. 

As I saw it, I had no other choice but to 
marry Frankie. 

I did, as quickly as possible. And he 
moved in with me! His wife had taken the 
house and most of everything else. except- 
ing the Blue Flame. She even got the Cadil- 
lac, setting Frankie back to a Ford. I 
guessed that she had a real hot story for 
the judge! Later I learned that she really 
had had a story. Lena had known what she 
was talking about when she warned me. 

After Mother Hoskins died. my life with 
Frankie but 
couldn’t forget my guilt. I kept hearing 
Willa’s story over and over and over. 

In an effort to keep my mind off my own 
troubles, I kept on working at the Blue 
Flame as long as I could. But life had 
come down to the point, now, where I had 
very little to hang onto. And everything 
I had was wrapped up in Frankie and his 
baby. 

Lena and the other three waitresses had 
quit the Blue Flame. I never fouud out 
whether it was over me or not, but I sus- 
pected that I had had something to do with 
it. 


was anything pleasant. I 


Then one night, I learned that I had only 














been a part of the reason why they had left, 

They had discovered something about 
the Blue Flame I would have known had 
I been hep to the world and what happens 
in it. 

I paid no particular attention that night 
when two burly white men with an official 
look on their faces entered the place and 
walked back to Frankie’s office. 

But I was startled when they emerged 
with him—handcuffed! 

I raced over and asked him what was 
wrong. He smiled weakly and told me, 
“Everything’s going to be all right. You 
run the place for me until I get back.” 

After he had been taken away, a bar. 
tender told me the story: 

“Somebody squealed on Frankie. The 
cops caught him red-handed. They caught 
him with the goods. He’s been pushing 
dope.” 

I couldn’t believe it. It sounded like a 
fantasy. But the bartender made it sound 
real. 

“This place,” he said, “has been losing 
money for months. Frankie always was a 
shade on the other side of the law. But 
after his wife took him for everything he 
had, he got frantic. He went heavy for the 
narcotics trade. He got high-handed, 
greedy, and careless. He did business with 
a stool-pigeon—” 

That was the end. 

But I didn’t cry. I didn’t fold up. Not 
right then, not in the Blue Flame. The 
fold-up came after I went home to our 
apartment and suddenly realized that there 
would be no Frankie sleeping by my side 
in bed that night . . . or ever again. 

That night I wondered if it must always 
be true that bad seed begets bad fruit. 

That night, with the baby kicking inside 
me, I left Frankie’s apartment and walked 
the streets, trying to clear my head, trying 
to think, trying to decide if I had the 
strength to live. 

I sought death. I prayed for it. I wel 
comed it. I didn’t want to live in the image 
of my mother. 

That was the night the Unseen Voice 
spoke to me. That was the night I learned 
that nothing beats a trial but a failure. For 
I thought of Mother Hoskins and all the 
good she had done in the world. 

Out of my own troubles and despair, I 
made a vow: 

I would have Frankie’s baby. I would 
rear it and try to rear it right. And I 
would try to repay my everlasting debt to 
Mother Hoskins. 

I decided to sell the Blue Flame and take 
my share of the proceeds to buy a big, old 
house where I would try to do what Mother 
Hoskins did . . . rear poor little kids like 
me and teach them how to find the right 
road through life. THE END 
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